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To His Grace 
THE 


Duke of RICHMOND. 


May it pleaſe Your Grace, 


H E Indulgence your Grace 
has ſhewn to theſe follow- 
ing Scenes, induces me (tho' 
it were the higheſt Preſump- 
tion, had not your Grace's leave al- 
A 2 low'd 


8 


1V DxrDIiCATION. 


low'd it) to beg your Protection of a 
Labour, which has been ſo indifferent- 
ly (and I will preſume to fay, moſt 
vilely perform'd) if improper and unjuſt 
Action, Omiſſion of ſome Speeches, and 
Alteration of others, may plead my 
Excuſe for endeavouring to vindicate 
myſelf as far as Reaſon and Juſtice will 
permit. 


Tus, my Lord, obliged me to put 
a ſtop to its farther Performance, and 
to publiſh it ſooner than I propos'd, 
which will in ſome meaſure (I flatter 
myſelf) retrieve its Reputation; being 
conſcious, my Lord, from theſe Cauſes, 
it muſt needs have ſuffer d in the Opi- 
nion of the World: And tho my En- 
deavours have not in ſome reſpect met 
the Succeſs deſir d, yet I can't ſay I re- 
pent me of them, ſince to them I owe 


the 


| 


| 


DEDICATION. V 
the Happineſs of being known to your 
Grace, who has ſo juſtly gain'd the 
Love and Eſteem of all. I dare not 
preſume to expatiate on this Subject, 
leſt I ſhou'd give Offence, where the 
Height of my Ambition is to pleaſe. I 
cou'd enumerate as many Virtues in 
your Grace, as ever yet adorn'd the 


greateſt of our Nobles ; but as they are 
as conſpicuous as the Sun at Noon-day, 


it wou'd be an unpardonable Error in 
me, to ſay more on that head. I there- 
fore humbly lay this my firſt Attempt 
at your Grace's Feet, whoſe Protection 


and Countena mcc, 1 am well aſſur'd, 
can ſecure it from the Malice of all my 


Enemies; for your Grace's ſingle Ap- 


| probation, if I'm honour'd with it, will to 
| me be a greater Pleaſure, than the Ap- 
| plauſes of Thouſands of the Injudicious. 


But ſince my Pen is debar'd the liherty 
, ; | 7 of 


| vi DE DICATITIOR. 


| of expreſſing my Sentiments, I ſhall 

now only beg leave, that your Grace 
wou'd permit me, (who have already ſo 
many Obligations to you) to ſubſcribe 
myſelf, with the utmoſt Reſpect, 


May it pleaſe Your Grace, | 


Your Grace s Moſt Obedient, * 


And Maſt Obliged, 


Humble Servant, 


Oszorne Sipngy WAND ESFOR . 


LY 


OQ 


By Mr. CHARLES COFFEY, 


FT once to raiſe Compaſſion and Delight, 

Jo charm Attention, and allure the Sight, 
Our Author proud Iberia brings to view, 

With Scenes as natural as theyre juſt and true. 

In private Life his Characters appear; 

The Plot, tho* Foreign, might have happen'd here. 

From theſe Examples all Degrees may learn, 

And Wits may true Morality diſcern : 

Good Senſe and Nature every where ſhould reign, 


Where theſe are wanting, we but judge in vain z 

Then to the Learn'd, and Candid of the Pit, 

"Who on his Labours Arbitrators fit, 

| Doubtful of Merit thus he humbly ſues, ... 

They will his firſt, tho' bold Attempt excuſe ; 

And whilſt his Virgin Muſe on callow Wings, 

The Force of Malice, Love and Virtue fings, 

ho can reflect on wrong'd Alvarez Fate, 

mus d by Friendſhip, ruin d by Deceit ; 

Or who can ſee Iſmena in Diſtreſs, 

But feels a Part of their Unhappineſs ? 

Deſpair like her's, is ſuch as ne er could flow 

From labour d Grief, or artificial Moe; 
hoſe Tears we hope ſo eloquent may prove, 

o melt thoſe Hearts, which Dangers ne er could move. 

[0 that bright Circle he commits his Cauſe, 

{nd dreads no Cenſure, crown'd with your Applauſe : 
ch tender Softneſs in your Eyes appears, | 


| ORD. heir Heavenly Sweetneſs diſſipates his Fears ; 


you Iſmena now, or lives, or dies, 
mdemn'd ſhe falls, but by your Smiles will riſe, 
eſplendent as your bright victorious Eyes. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


ME N. 


Don Manuel, a Nobleman of ee, Mr. Wells Sen. 
Alonzo his Son, a Captive, (ſuppos * 1 

dead) Husband to Iſmena. Mr. Sropler. 
Pizarro, his Friend, a Slave. Mr. Wells Jun. 
Pedro, a Villain, Brother to Alone, Lag Field; 

in Love with Cleone. T. Fietaing. 
Alvarez, in Love with Iſmena, and | 

favour d by Don Manuel. Mr Mullart. 
Rinaldo, his Friend and ſecret Rival 

Brother to Cleone. ite Ir . Lacy. 


Diego, Servant to Pizarro. Mr. Dove. 
Hermit. Mr. Reynolds, 
Page to Don Manuel. Mr, Achurch, 
Servants to Alvarez. | Mr. Hicks and 
| Richards. 
WOMEN. 


Iſmena, Wife to Alonzo, in Love 

with Rinaldo. 18 rs Mullart, 
Lucina, Daughter to Don Manuel. Mrs. Martin. 
Cleone, ſecretly in Love with Alvarez. Mrs. Lindſey. 
Julia, her Friend and Confidant, Mrs. Newman. 
Florella, Maid to Iſmena. Mrs. Nokes. 
Ruffians, Mariners, &c. 


SCENE Toba in Spain. 
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ERRATA. 


Page 12.1. 17. read thus, May may I be curſt with my Iſmena's Hate 
P-16. 1. 4. read thus, Which governs all our Actions and Deſigns 


nd 


FATAL LOVE: 


320 BE 
Degenerate Brother. 


ACTI SCENEL 
Don Manuel's Caſtle, with Walks before it. 


Alvarez ſolus. 
5 OW glorious is the Sun ! how with its Rays, 
| It univerſal Nature ſtill revives ! 
\ &) How ſweet's the Morn ! how lovely to 
* behold 


The verdant Fields and Trees in all their Bloom! 


Whilſt tuneful Birds, on ev'ry Bough eſſay 


In various Notes to warble forth their Joy ; 

The ſprightly Brutes in wanton Gambols play: 
Each living Creature, by its genial Warmth, 

Is fill'd with Mirth, and bleſs'd in what it likes. 


All the Creation happy but myſelf. 


Soft ! who comes there ? Rinaldo 


Enter Rinaldo. 


Welcome to my Arms; [ [Embracing him. 


It is an Age ſince laſt I * you here; a 


2 FATAL LOVE: or, 


A long, long Age! Where have you been this 
while ? 

Rin. Where all Pleaſure was a Stranger to me, 
Wanting the Converſation of my Friend. 

Alv. Alas, mine! 

Rin. Yes, yes, yours, my other ſelf : 

But why ſo ſtrangely thoughtful ?2——For, methinks, 
A penſive Sadneſs fits upon your Brow. [Obſerving 
him thoughtful, 

Alv. I find you have a quick diſcerning Eye, 
That thus from the Diſorder of my Face, 

You can perceive th* Emotions of my Soul, 
And thence obſerve all is not well within. 
Rin. With Concern I ſee'r—but ſay, from whence 
the Cauſe ? 
Come let me have my Portion of your Cares, 
Since all your Suft rings and your Pains are mine. 
Av. For that reaſon I conceal it from you, 
Well knowing that thy gentle Diſpoſition 
Wou'd catch my Griefs, ſo ſink me lower till. 

Rin. Yes, Alvarez,, you judge my Nature right, 
Which mourns within me, when a Friend's diſtreſs'd : 
Then tell me, by our paſt Friendſhip tell me, 

From whence the Source, the Source of all this Woe : 
Sorrows reveal'd oft eaſe the troubl'd Breaſt, 
Or ſooth at leaſt the Anguiſh of the Mind. 
Alv. Forbear to probe my Wound, your ev'ry 
Touch 
Quickens the Senſe, but yields me no Relief. 

Rin. Nay, then I dread all is not well indeed, 
For ſure you much are chang'd. 

Alv. 'Too true, I am. 

Vet think not you are leſs in my Eſteem, 
Or that I queſtion in the leaſt your Truth; 
Becauſe I han'c unfolded all my Soul, 
Fraught with Diſquiets which diſtract my Peace. 
No, no, my Friend, Conceptions ſuch as thoſe, - 


(So well your Honour, and your Worth I've prov d) 


Cou'd 
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The Degenerate Brother. 3 


Cou'd never yet find any Entrance here. { Pointing to 
| his Breaſt, 
Rin. Since I thus fair in your Opinion ſtand, 
No longer hold me in unkind Suſpence, 
Eer you the Cauſe declare, that ruffles thus 
'The uſual Calmneſs of your former Life ; 
That I, as bound by Friendſhip's Sacred Laws, 
May to the utmoſt of my power aſſiſt you. 
Av. "Twas kindly ſaid— and now I'll eaſe my 
Heart; 
Tis Love, Rinaldo !——tis Almighty Love! 
The ſubtle God has ſhot himſelf into me, 


. 


And rages in my Soul O Iſmena ! [ Sighs, 
Rin. Confuſion |—my Rival !—then I muſt diſſem- 
ble. [ A/ide. 


Alv. Ha! he ſeems ſurpriz'd I like it not. | 06- 
ſerving him. 
Sure he means me fair |—T'll ſound him farther.| Aide. 
Tell me, Rinaldo, have you ever lov'd ? [To him. 
Have you with cold Indifterence e'er met? 
Have you the Pangs of Jealcuſy e'er felt? 


Have you the Torments of Deſpair e'er known? 
Have you done this ? for this your Friend has done. 


Rin. Yes, my Alvarez, I have born it all, 


1 With Patience equal to a ſuff ring Saint; 


But when I found my Service ill repaid, 


Love I threw off, and Liberty regain'd. 

Alv. Why have not JI this Excellence of Mind? 
But, O! the more I ſtrive againſt its Power, 
The poignant Paſſion glowing in my Veins, 
And the hot Ferment raging in my Blood, 
Inflame Deſire, and prey upon my Hearr. 

Rin I cou'd not think 'twere poſſible, that Love 
Cou'd thus infatuate a Mind like your's ; 


But have you then no Proſpect of Succeſs ? 


Alv. Excuſe me—Ha ! She's here | | Seeing Iſmena 

| entring. 

Dear Rinaldo, leave me. 3 
B 2 Kin. 
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Rim. Adieu the Succeſs I wiſh attend you. ¶ Exit. 
Alv. She comes! She comes! the lovely Charmer 
comes! 
More beautiful than Snow, or riſing Sun, 
Of both their Pow rs poſſeſs d, to freeze or burn. 


Enter Iſmena, ſpeaking to her Maid. 


Im. Was't not Rinaldo, who departed hence? | 
Maid. Yes, Madam—and he ſeem'd to ſhun us too. 
In. Tis no matter—T like his Prudence well. Aide. 
Alu. Forgive me, Madam, that I thus preſume, | 
| [76 Iſmena. 
Jo plead again my inauſpicious Love, 
And tell it in the ſofteſt Breath of *Plaint ; 
Your rigorous Uſage drives me to Deſpair. 
Iſm. What mean you, Sir? I no Return can make, 
And ſince you have reduc'd me to this Strait, 
Muſt own my Heart in ſecret is reſign'd, 
Nor will my Honour ſuffer any Change. 
Alv. What !-—a Rival, Madam! was it not ſo > 
Malicious Fortune— ls it then for this, 
That I the Torments of a Lover feel? 
Is it for this I've languiſh'd with my Pains > 
Is ir for this I've breath'd my faithful Vows, 
With never- ceaſing Conſtancy and Truth? 
Is it for this? cruel, cruel Iſnena ! 1 
Iſm. Let not your Spirits war againſt themſelves, | I 
But give the Reins to cooler Reaſon's Rule ; 17 
I 
E 


r 


Recall thoſe Hopes, that built on me muſt fall, 
Which, if transfer'd, may proſp'rouſly ſucceed. 
Alu. O no, Iſineua, that can never be; 
Not all the Beauties of the Earth aſſembl'd, 
Bright as the Glory of yon' dazling Sun, 
Shou'd e'er allure me to renounce my Love. 
Iſm. Nay, then | | 
Alu. What then, fair Tyrant—come pronounce, 
my Doom : 


The Wretch diſtended on the racking Wheel, 


- 


Whulf 


The Degenerate Brother. 5 


Whilſt tort*ring Mercy lengthens out his Pains, 
Suffers not half the Pangs which I endure. 
Ol that I cou d wean me from this Fondneſs ! 
But even now, whilſt ſtruggling for Releaſe, 
I'm more entangl'd in the Snares of Beauty. 
Iſn. Then tis high Time that I ſhou'd looſe the Toil, 
By telling you my final Reſolution : 
If the Reſpect, which by Command I've ſhown, 
Gives you to hope, you'll find yourſelf deceiv'd, - 
And for the future ſee me more reſerv'd. 

o. Alu. Retract thoſe Words, their very Accent chills 

le. The vital Tide, throughout my winding Veins ; 

I feel it now congealing at my Heart, 

a. | Cold as the icy Hand of filent Death. 
In. You have my Mind, ſo flatter not yourſelf ; 
It is my firm definitive Reſolve, 

If e'er again you ſpeak to me of Love. 

re, Alu. Am debarr'd the Eaſe t expreſs my Griefs, 

My only Comfort, Freedom to complain? 
Command the Winds to ceaſe, the Seas to reſt, 
When Boreas blows, and wint'ry Storms are high; 

> The Poles to join, or Nature to go back; 
Command theſe, and what's as much impoſſible, 
Command me not to love: You'll be obey'd, 

Sooner than I can bring me to obſerve | 
The hard Injun&ion you have laid upon me. 
I In. If it is thus, then never ſee me more; 
1 Yet, as I hope this Farewell is your laſt, * 
es, Til condeſcend to parley for a while, 
And plead my own Defence againſt your Suit. 
Had I the Tender of your Vows receiv'd ; 

Had I my Perſon e' er to you engag'd ; 

Had I Encouragement e er giv'n to you; 

Had I, I ſay, done thus, and then proy'd falſe, 

With Reaſon then you might of me complain. 

Alu. No, Madam! was never yet ſo bleſs" 
Bur ſtill methinks, ſome Pity ſhou'd be ſhown 
To the keen Anguiſh of my bleeding Heart. | 
B 3 Im. 
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Im. Pity, T own, to the Diſtreſs'd is due; 
But when th' Afflicted may themſelves relieve, 
The Fault's their own, if they will ſuffer on. 

Alu. How can you argue gainſt the Force of Love, 
Which, well you know, is not to be withſtood ? 
Your Virtue and your Beauty firſt I prov'd, 

Then th' innate Sweetneſs of your Temper weigh'd ; 
By juſt Degrees their Magick on me grew; 
Your Beauty gave me Love, your Temper gave me 
Hope. 
Iſm. Pref, s me no farther—you have ſaid too much. 
Alv. Madam, I've done—but here's the good 
Don Manuel. [Seeing Don Manuel entring. 

Im. His "Temper won't at preſent ſuit with mine, 

So I ſhall leave you, leſt I give Offence. LExit. 
Manet Alvarez. 


Jo him, enter Don Manuel, and Pedro. 


D. Man. What ſays my Daughter? how does ſhe 
demean? f 
Does ſhe with Gratitude your Wiſhes meet, 
Or pay your Merit with undue Returns ? 
Alv. What ſhall I ſay, yet ſeem not to complain? 
When I, my Lord, acquaint you that the Fair, 
My Pains with ſuch Indifference regards, 
As is moſt obvious, I've no Int*reſt there; 
Now all my Hopes on you alone are form'd, 
That through your Influence ſhe yet may change, 
And recompence my Suff rings with her Love. 
D. Man. And ſo ſhe ſhall, depend upon't ſhe ſhall ; 
Lou know not what a Father's Pow'r can do. 
Alu. Although 'tis true, you have a Parent's Right 
To govern and command her as you pleaſe ; 
Yet if by Argument and mild Perſuaſion, 
You can't incline her toadmit my Vows, 
Let me conjure you to deſiſt from Force. 
D. Man, Fear not, Alvarez, all things ſhall be well. 
Au. That pleaſing View revives my ſinking Ho 2 
| | n 


— 


£3 
Ss 
5 
wi 
1 
+ 
65 
11 
ra 
1-4 
* 


The Degenerate Brother. 7 


And tells me that my Fortune's on the Turn: 
Grant it, ye Pow'rs, and grant me Patience too, 
To wait the dear, the wiſh'd-for Golden Hour. 
D. Man. Reſt ſatisfy'd, it will arrive at laſt ; 
But yet from whence her Coldneſs does proceed, 
| And ſtrange Behaviour, I cannot account; 
i Unleſs the Senſe of her poor Husband's Loſs, 
Her dear Alonzo, my unhappy Son, 
(Who, taken by a Rover, dy'd in Sallee) 
0 Sits heavy on her ſtill, and is the Cauſe 
1 That ſhe rejects your Suit. 


; 
: 
: 
: 
: 
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rr 
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7 Alv. Wou'd that were all ! [ Afide. 
| D. Man. Pardon theſe Tears, which ſympathetick 
Woe [ Weeps. 


Draws from my Eyes—O ! the dire Remembrance! 
' ?*Tis now ſeven times the Ruler of the Day 
| Has run his annual Courſe, ſince firſt my Heart, 
| Ocerwhelm'd with Grief for my Alonzo's Fate, 
Cou'd only vent itſelf in *Plaints to Heav'n. 
Alu. How ſwift Time flies! I deem'd it not ſo long. 
D. Man. I think I'm right — Son Pedro, what ſay 
you ? [ To Pedro. 
Ped. My Lord, I reckon, much about the Time. 
k D. Man. You ſhou'd know beſt, for now I recollect, 
T was from your Hands the Letter I receiv'd, 
Dated from Sallee, with the ſad Advice, 
'T hat your poor Brother was a Captive there ; 
And e'er I cou'd find means to remit his Ranſom, 
Another, that by Death he was releas'd. 
Ped. A melancholy Truth, which, without Tears, 
I ne'er can call to mind Well diſſembl'd. [Seeming 
to weep. 
D. Man. Your Sorrow's juſt, and well becomes a 
Brother. 
Av. Truly it does, for well I knew his Worth, 
3 And oft” with him have friendly Converſe held; 
ll. With what a filial Piety he'd praiſe 
s, Yourkind Indulgence, and Paternal Care! 
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Sure he was all cou'd make him be below d, 
For ne'er was Man with ſweeter 'Temper bleſs'd. 
D. Man. Good Alvarex, you renew my Sorrows, 
By thus relating what Alonzo was; 
For him my Eyes ſo many Tears have ſhed, 
That my grey Hairs are owing more to them, 
Far more to them, than to my Length of Years. 
O! my dear Child! whene'er I hear him nam'd, 
I feel the Father, and thus mourn his Fate. ¶ Weeps: 
Alu. The Anguiſh of your Soul ſure none can blame, 
Oppreſs d with ſuch a pond*rous Weight of Sorrow; 
But ſince twas ſo decreed, you're bound to pay 
Patient Obedience to the Will of Heav'n. 
Patience, in time, the Senſe of Woe expels, 
Oblivion then ſucceeds, and Grief is loſt. 
D. Man. Grief, ſuch as mine, can never be forgot, 
Till it is bury'd with me in the Grave; 
vet I will ftrive to bear it as I ought ; 
But now [I'll to my Daughter, and try once more, 
How far my Int'reſt with her can prevail. 
Pedro, a Word with you. | Ex. Don Manuel and Pedro. 


Alvarez ſolus. 


Now I may reaſon with myſelf a while, 
And meditate the Quæries I ſhall ſtart: 
Let me reflect how. to ſuſpect my Friend 
: Þ:4 [ Seeming thoughtful, 
Is moſt unjuſt as ever Friendſhip falſe ? 
Les then why mayn't his? Let me pauſe again; 


| Ma fing. 
Iſmena tells me ſhe's engag d to whom? 
That's the Queſtion— Thinking will make me mad. 
Have I then any Grounds to judge it him? 
None but bare Surmize—yet I fear 'tis he; 


For only he has Merit to deſerve her. Exit. 
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SCENE II. 
An Apartment in Don Manuel's Caſtle. 


Enter Don Manuel and Iſmena. 


D. Man. Daughter, your Conduct I begin to doubt, 
Having of late remark'd you diſcompos d; 
And as your Happineſs is my chief Care, 
Expect you'll ſatisfy my jealous Thoughts, 
Whence this your Diſcontent—ſay, is it Love? 
Iſn. Love is a Paſſion I have baniſh'd hence, 
| Pointing to her Breaſt. 
And Sorrow fince has taken up its room : 
The dear Remembrance of my lov'd Alonzo 
Can never be eras'd.—All Objects now 
Move me alike, indiff'rent all to me. 
D. a As Death's the ſure and common Lot 
of all, | 
Sooner or later in the Race of Life, 
We ought to bear the Sorrows it inflicts 
Wich Steadineſs becoming Minds reſolv'd. 
Chear up, my Child, you have a Father ſtill 
Zealouſly watchful to promote your Good. 
And now I think I've gain'd the ſought-for Point, 
To ſee you happy e' er my Head is laid. 
You know that long you have Alvarez held 
An humble Captive in the Bonds of Love; 
And as his Worth and Merit I have weigh'd, 
Do think him not unworthy of your Bed. 
What ſay you to it Is't not a noble Offer? 
Iſm. My gracious Lord, tho' as in Duty bound, 
grateful Heart returns you humble Thanks, 
Yer I beſeech you to forego your Choice, 
To which my Inclination can't aſſent. 
The harmleſs bleating Lamb, and rav'nous Wolf, 
The tim'rous Hare flying the full-mouth'd Hound, 
May ſooner herd and blend their diffrent Natures, 
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Than I could reconcile me to approve 
What offers ſuch a Vi llence to my Heart. 

D. Man. This Stubborneſs, and this fix'd Averſion 
Can never be th* Effect of Grief alone; 
Its Riſe muſt then be owing to ſome Cauſe, 
Some other Cauſe than what you've yet aſlign'd ; 
But have a care your Dealings are ſincere, 
For yet I will not think you'd play me falſe : 
Tho' if you ſhou'd—— attend and mark me well, 
Not all the Fondneſs I towards you bear, 
Not all the Strugglings of my tender Heart, 
Melted by Pity and ſoft-pleading Love, 
Shou'd bar me then from throwing off the Father. 
Therefore take heed, and if in aught you've err d, 
Reform betimes, and be my Daughter ſtill. [ Exit. 


Manet Iſmena. 


Was &er Condition ſo diſtreſs'd as mine? 
Duty and Love alternately at ftrife, 

Now raiſe a Civil War within my Breaſt. 

In theſe Extremes what Meaſures ſhall I take, 
Neither to err in Duty, nor in Love ? 

Direct me, all-propitious ruling Fate, 

How I ſhall ſteer betwixt my Love and Hate. 


To her Rinaldo, over-hearing her. 


Rin. Hate, my Iſmena! Stay, my deareſt Life, 
And to your fond Rinaldo ftrait diſcloſe 
What *tis diſorders thus your beauteous Face; 
O quickly tell me, for my boding Mind 
Suggeſts to me, ſome Evil is at hand. 
Iſm. Indeed there is. Prophetick are your Fears, 
And, let me tell you, not without a Cauſe. 
You have a Rival. What think you of Alvarez ? 
Rin. Think, my Dear what do I think! — 
O Iſmena ! 
Iſn. Be not diſturb'd, my Truth is ſtill the ſame, 
Fixt as the Plei ads in their proper Spheres, 5 
1 Tho 
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Tho he, my Father's Int'reſt has engag d, 
Io back his Paſſion and abet his Cauſe: 

n This, you may judge, I had before reveal'd, 
But that ſome fatal Conſequence I fear'd, 
Would have enſu'd whene'er it was diſclos d. 
4 Rin. Patience ſupport me 
Iſm. If you're beginning Turning from him. 

| Rin. Can J help it? —bur I am calm again. 
O my Fair, your Kindneſs will undo me, 
Deſtroy my Peace and blaſt my deareſt Hopes. 
A longer Waiting may ſubvert our Bliſs, 
Or by ſome ſpightful Chance berray our Loves. 
/ Shou'd it ſo happen, where then lives a Man, 
A Man fo loſt, ſo wretched as Rinaldo? 
In. Forbid it, all ye ſacred Beings above! 
| Rin. Let's not by Fears anticipate our Ills, 
Since thro' the Favour of the preſent Time, 
Ik rightly us'd, we may provide againſt 
; Thoſe threatning Dangers that ſeem coming on, 
Which we, by our ſudden Nuprials may prevent. 
Im. What you propound, I own, my Heart ap- 
proves, 

And think th* Expedient is our beſt Reſource. 

Rin. Then let ro-morrow's Morn our Joys com- 

mence, 
And 'gainſt that time a Prieſt I ſhall prepare. 
To join our Hands in Hymer's genial Bands; 
Which done, we'll fly unto ſome diſtant Place 
Out of the reach of Fortune or its Frowns ; 
And there ſeek out ſome rural ſweet Retreat 
Beneath the Shelter of a ſylvan Shade, 
That neighbouring to it has a murm'ring Brook 
Gliding its Silver Current gently on, 
So clear, that at all times may be diſcern'd 
The ſhining Gravel and the pearly Shells: 
The finny Fry, as numberleſs as Sands, 
Cutting in ſportive Play the limpid Stream. 
Such a Retirement, my Love, as this, 
| Wou'd 
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Wou'd make us bleſt as the firſt happy Pair; 
Where we ſhou'd eaſy and contented live, 
Whilſt Nature's Gifts we thankfully enjoy'd. | 

Im. Cou'd ſuch a Place be met with, yet I doubt 

My cruel Fortune wou'd purſue me till ; 
For as revolving Years in length of Time, 
Will bring old Age, when Beauty muſt decay, 
Cloy'd with Poſſeſſion, Diſcontent at laſt 
May all the Lover to the Husband turn, 

And ſink this Fondneſs into cool Indiff'rence. 

Rin. You wrong me much, thus to diſtruſt Rinaldo. 
Look down, ye Bleſſed, from your Realms of Light, 
And witneſs to the folemn Vow I make : 

May Want, Deſpair, and burning Jealouſy, 

May all Heav'n can deviſe, or Hell inflict, 

With ſwifteſt Vengeance light upon my Head: 
May I be curſt with my I/mena's Hate, 

And that is all theſe Torments ſamm'd in one, 

If I by Falſhood ever do afflict you, 

Or ever to upbraid me give you Cauſe. 

D. Man. Ha ! is it ſo? but I ſhall prevent ye 
Iſn. I'm ſatisfy'd— You've ſet my Mind at eaſe. 


| Our Nuprials o'er, you ſhall direct the Way, 


Where we unheard of may ſecurely ftay, 
And taſte the Sweets of a retir'd Life, 
Free from alarming Fears and anxious Strife. 
[ Exeunt. 


Don Manuel comes forward, 
D. Man. Is't come to this? and am then abus'd? 


Is thus my fond Indulgence is repaid ? 
Treacherous Iſmnena— What's then to be done? — 

1 [ Mufing. + 
Pre thought—It likes me well—She ſhall be match'd, 
And at her Time — but tis to Alvarez, 


And no Intreaties ſhall diſſuade me from it. 
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Yet by ſome Chance tbey're frequently betray'd ; 
And their Contrivers, when they're leaſt aware, 
Are often caught themſelves in their own Snare. | Exit. 


SCENE NM. 
A Dreſſing-Room in Don Manuel's Caſtle. 


Iſmena ſola. 


How wav'ring is the Mind with Fears oppreſt, 
Diflatisfy'd and reſtleſs in its Choice! 

The Preſent pleaſes and delights a while, 

But then the Future cancels that Content. 

A thouſand Thoughts now croud on me at once: 


[ Seeming thoughtful. 


Let me conſider them but *ris too late. a 
Too late indeed to think of a Retreat : 

My Promiſe to Rinaldonow is paſt, 

Whoſe Merit is ſo great, that if I cou'd, 

With Juſtice, or with Honour diſengage me, 

My Inclination never wou'd conſent. 

Then ttis reſolv'd — l muſt and will be juſt, 

My Fame he ſhall protect for I'm aſſur d, 

My Father, when he finds himſelf deceiv'd, 

Will blacken me to the cenſorious World, 

That Rock on which moſt likely it may ſplit. 

'The very Thought brings Tears into my Eyes. 


But here's my Siſter —— 


Enter Lucina. 
How fares Lucina ? 


Luc. Well, I thank you—I wiſh you were ſo too. 
What mean thoſe Tears? [Obſerving her weeping, 


Iſm. Mean | O what ſhou'd they mean! 
But ſore Affliction and exceſſive Sorrow, 
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Leſt a dry Grief ſhou'd ſtupify me quite: 
Better it is my Weakneſs thus have Vent, 
Than fink beneath the Lethargy of Woe. 
Luc. Tears, I allow, do often yield Relief, 
But I'm as yet a Stranger to their Cauſe, 
Unleſs it be my Father's hard Command, 
T'accept the Proffer of Alvarez,” Love. 
iſm. You've hit it right And ſure that's Cauſe e- 
nough. 
O Lucina ! 
Luc. What wou'd you? 
Iſm. Can you be ſecret ? 
Luc, Yes, as the Grave itſelf. 
Iſn. Then I'll truſt you 
You know, I've told you of Rinaldo's Love, 
And often ask'd your Sentiments thereon; 
Which you ftill gave ſo much in his behalf, 
They by degrees rais'd the like Thoughts in me. 
Whilft in my Mind he ſo improv'd his Worth, 
That, dear Lucina, bluſhing let me tell it, 
He has at laſt ſo far on me prevail'd, 
The Prieſt to-morrow is to make us one. 
Luc. Have you the Conſequence conſider d well? 
Weigh it again before tis paſt Recall; 
For much I dread, my Father, when 'tis known, 
Will be ſo far incens'd, he'll never be appeas'd. 
iſm. Whate'er's my Fate, my Soul is fully bent 
Never to wrong Rinaldo's gen'rous Love. 
'The Claim of Right my Perſon to diſpoſe 
By Law and Nature's due to me alone; 
Whenever Parents break into thoſe Bounds, 
I doconceive, no Duty binds us then. 
Luc. What you aſſert, carries ſuch Reaſon in it, 
As muſt convince, where Reaſon can convince, 
"That Parents ſhou'd not Nature's Rules ſubvert : 


*Tis we muſt ſuffer, when compell'd to join 
Ourſelves to thoſe we know our Hearts _—_ 
The 
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The Miſer never looks beyond his Gold. 
When his poor Child is to be bought and ſold : 

So Settlements with Fortune do agree, 

No matter what the dull Companion be. [ Exeunt, 


A-CE1L:-SCENTE-L 


| A Profſpet? of Rinaldo's Houſe. 
Enter Rinaldo and Pedro ſeverally. 


Y Muſt I with lingring Patience longer 
JAN Wait, 
n BEefre 1 know how ſhe has fixt my 
Doom ? 

My Heart, prepar'd the Sentence to receive, 
Is all reſign'd, let it be what it will. 

Rin. It glads me much to ſee you thus diſpos'd, 
For when your Cauſe I to my Siſter preſs'd, 
Strait a ſwift Crimſon overſpread her Face, 
Which preſently turn'd pale, then fluſl'd again; 
But ſtill I urg'd it, and ſhe ſtill repell'd 
My utmoſt Reaſons with her Pray'rs and Tears: 
Finding at length that thoſe cou'd not prevail, 
To her Reſentment ſuch a Looſe ſhe gave, 
As ſeem'd a ſtrong Averſion to expreſs. 

Ped. You have convey'd a Sting into my Breaſt, 
Whoſe active Venom ſhoots into my Blood, 
The deeper, as I ſtrive to draw it forth. 
O, that I once cou'd looſe me from her Hold, 
I ne'er wou'd be again this ſupple Slave! 
But that's impoſſible, for on th'Attempt, 
My Paſſions mutiny, and take her part: 
What boots it then with Reaſon to be bleſt, 
Since at their pleaſure it may be depos d? 

Rin. Not except our ſelves ſuftain their Force, 
Which, 
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Which by our not ſuppreſſing it at firſt, | 
Will gather to a Head, too ſtrong for Rule; 
*Tis then we think not of a ſecret Agent, 
Who governeth all Actions and Events:! 
If you'd reflect on this, you'd be refign'd, 
And wait ſome lucky Change, 

Ped. You argue well— 


Bur where there's Love - ho is't can bear ſuſpence? 


Suſpence ! —*tis almoſt equal to Deſpair ! 

And yet I muſt love on, I muſt ſubmit: 

Nature's firſt Law was Love—'twas Fate's Decree, 
And all the Univerſe obeys the God. 

Rin. You fay right, all to that God-head yield; 
Even my Siſter, ſo eſtrang'd to you, 

Is not ſo cold, nor yet inſenſible, 
As by her late Demeanour ſhe d be thought. 

Ped. To whom ? 

Rin. Alvarez, _ _. 

Ped. Alvarez, ſay you? 
Is it for him ſhe treats me with this ſcorn ? 
Furies and Fiends in Whirlwinds ſnatch him hence, 
And ſoar with him above the nether Main, 
Aloft in Air, as it is deep below; 
Then darting downward with infernal Wings, 
Leave him on ſome unhabitable Coaſt, 
Where ſhe nor I may never ſee him more. 
Rin. Fie, my Friend, do you own yourſelf a Man, 
And yet put on the Nature of a Brute? 
Come, come, dear Pedro, be more juſt and wiſe, 
And ftem this Torrent of impetuous Rage. 

Ped. Juſtice, Wiſdom, Reaſon too is vain, 
(Tho that perhaps may make it ebb one Hour) 
But then the next, like a Spring-Tide, twill flow 
With greater Force. My Paſſion is too ſtrong 
In Reaſon's narrow Bounds to be confin'd. 

Ren. Can any one, versd in the World like you, 
So groſsly think, and judge ſo vaſtly wrong? | 
Is ſhe not Woman ?—tickle,—wav'ring till, 2 
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Like Proteus then, as variouſly purſue, 
And if you don't ſucceed, 2 in me. Es 
_ - Ped, I queſtion not your Friendſhip, but your Power; 
And yet on that alone I muſt rely. 
Thoſe flatt*ring Hopes, that drew me by degrees 
Into the downy Snare of ſoft Deſires, 
All fly me now, and leave me to Deſpair. 
Rin. No more of this. — Sure you forget yourſelf. 
As well as you, this Paſſion I confeſs, 
But then I have a Mind ſo well diſpos'd, 
That all my Actions are by Prudence rul'd. 
*Tis eaſier far to give than take advice. [ 4fede; 
Ped. Were I as happy in Cleone's Love, 
As you, I find, in your 1ſmena's are; 
Then I might be the Mafter of myſelf. 
But you, Rinaldo, know not what it is 
To feel the raging Torments I endure : 
For Love to you a Heaven, to me is Hell 
Rin. True, in 1ſmena, Beauty, Love and 'Truth; 
Virtue, and Friendſhip, ev'ry thing that's good, 
To make me happy to my Wiſh, unite. 
O how th” engaging Fair exerts her Charms, 
Whene'er I'm with her chearful Converſe bleſs d! 
What heav'nly Sweetnefs and inviting Smiles, 
Play in her Face, and brighten in her Eyes! 
Ped. Love, I confeſs, in all theſe pleaſing Forms 
At firſt appears, the better to beguile; 
But on the trial of the fancy'd Bliſs, 
Too oft we prove, how faithleſs are its Joys. 
So does a beauteous Mead, with Verdure ſpread, 
Appear delightful to the diſtant view ; 
But when we come to tread the graſly Plain, 
We ſometimes find the Turf deceitful is, 
And let's us fink in Dangers unforeſeen, | 
Riz. What do you mean by ſtarting Hints like theſe? 
A ſudden Heavineſs ſteals on my Heart: 
Yet what can I fear? 1ſmena's Safety? | 
That "Thought alone gives me ten thouſand Fears. 
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Ped. If thus from meer Surmizes you're alarm'd, 
How will you ſtand the 'Teft, when I impart 
That which, no doubt, will much your "Temper ſhake ? 

Rin. I comprehend you not—explain yourſelf. 
| Ped. My Father, jealous of Jenas Conduct, 
Thro' the late Treatment ſhe Alvarez gave, 
On all her Motions kept a watchful Eye, 

And the laſt time ye met, himſelf conceal'd 
Behind the Arras of her Apartment, 

Where he your ſecret Purpoſes o'erheard ; 
Which being known, he's reſolutely bent 

To give her up an Off ring to his Arms. | 

Rin. What do I hear ?—You've ſtruck me to the Soul, 

Like Lightning thro' me the Reflection ſhoots. 

*Tis true, ſhe told me he my Rival was, 

And that her Father favour'd his Addreſs ; 

But then TI little thought he wou'd have been 

So ſuddenly confirm'd in his Reſolves. 

O where is now my wonted Strength of Mind, 
That us'd to quell all rebel Paſſions in me 

Hold, hold, my Brain, and Reaſon keep your Seat. 
Don't my Looks ſhew ſome Miſchief ſhaping there, 
Which when, and where, and how to bring abour, 
Muſt be digeſted well ?—lIt ſhall be ſo. [ Mufong. 

Ped. What ſhall be ſo?— tell me, good Rinaldo. 
And if to aid you 'tis within my power, 

My Hand, my Heart, my Life's at your command; 

Rin. I thank you, Pedro, and embrace your Offer. 
This then's the Scheme that I was brooding oer: 
Lou ſhall privately inform Alvarez 
How far I with 1ſmena am engag'd, | 
And ſet my Actions in what Light you pleaſe, 

To raiſe his Jealouſy and fire his Rage. 
This will work in him, till, in Self-defence, 
Some plauſible Occaſion ſhall preſent, ' 
To reach his Life, or ſacrifice my own. 

Ped. A lucky Thought —T'll do't.—leave it tome: 
None but a Mackiavel cou'd thus devile ; = 
9 Or 
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For if he falls, we yet may happy be, 
You in 1ſmena's, I in Cleone's Arms. 
Rin. No doubt we may.—So let us hope the beſt. 
Be ſtill, my Heart, but yet a little while, 
Fate may To- morrow more propitious ſmile. LExi. 


Manet Pedro. 
Ped. He's gone! but knows me not. — And what 
of that ? 
Since in my Breaſt a Conſcience does abide 
That knows me well, and inward draws my Eyes, 
To mark the-flagrant Deeds which I have done. 
None ever yet attain'd to ſuch a Pitch 
Of Villany, never to feel Remorſe. 
The Peace of Mind which once I did enjoy, 
That bleſſed Peace, I ner ſhall taſte again. 
O Conſcience ! Conſcience! will you never reſt ? 
I'm all a Hell within, yer can'c repent, 


And what is worſe, muſt {till in Guilt go on; 


For tho' I wou'd repent me of my Crimes, 

I know not how nor where I ſhou'd begin : 

This is my State, and yet I muſt proceed, 

Till I have run in Evil my full Courſe. ; 
So let me ponder on Rinaldo's Scheme. [ Mufing. 


Shou'd the Succeſs not anſwer my Intent, 


Or ſhou'd he chance to drop ?—the Conſequence ? 
Cleope's loſt, and with her all my Hopes: 

YetI tue Plan concerted muſt purſue, 

Let Fate do with me as it ſhall think fit. 

Next for Alouzo,—for I'm well aſſur'd 

By ſecret Spies, who all his Motions watch, 

His Ranſom's paid, and he's returning home; 
Who to my Father will ſuch things unfold, 

As certain Ruin on my Head muſt bring: 


For which he dies.— 


My Nature ſtarts within me at the Thought; 
Bur I am gone ſo far, I can't retreat. 
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As by degrees from long, tho' gentle Rains, 
Great Floods ariſe and overflow the Plains; 
So Men from little Faults to great proceed, 
_ Guilt grows on Guilt, and Crimes do Crimes ſuc- 


ceed. [ Exit. 


SCENE I. 


4 > 


A Garden to Don Manuel's Caſtle. 


Enter Don Manuel to Alvarez walking in a melan- 
choly Poſture, 


D. Man. How's this, Alvarez ? What l—with 
Arxms a-crols, 
When all things ſeem to promiſe you Succeſs? 
Of my Intent my Daughter is inform'd. 
Alu. Moft joyful Tidings to a Heart like mine. 
But how, my Lord, did ſhe receive the News ? 
I fear, not well ; for when I have complain'd 
In Words ſo ſoft, and in ſuch moving Terms, 
As would have touch'd the moſt obdurate Breaſt, 
I always ſuch diſdainful Treatment met, 
That ſhe een ſcorn'd to vouch me a Denial. 
D. Man. "me ſhall ſhe; for before to-morrow's 
un | 
Has finiſh'd half its Courſe, ſhe ſhall be yours. 
Alv. To ſwelling Sounds let Jo-Pœans riſe, 
And with collected Breath proclaim my Joy, 
Till fartheſt Echo catch the bounding Voice, 
Or elſe returns it in diftinct Repeats : 
To-morrow ! To-morrow ! auſpicious Day! 
O let it come—Time, mend your tardy Pace, 
And in each Minute let an Hour paſs 
Tunit arrives, then lengthen Time again, 
Ard let a Minute ſeem a long, long Hour. 
D. Man. Her ſmall Deſert your gen'rous Soul 
gh o'er-rares 3 - 
But as the Benefit is moſt her own, I 
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I truft ſhe'll learn to make you full amends: 
Alv. Yes, yes, her Charms ſhall make me fullamends. 
O how my Fancy roves I methinks already 
I have her ſtruggling in my folded Arms, 
Panting and out of breath to break my Hold, 
Whilft her bright Treſſes looſe and unattir'd, 
Spread o'er the Beautys of her ſnowy Neck : 
he friendly Tapers to my raviſh'd view, 
The Falls and Riſings of her Breaſts diſplay, 
And all the {weet Diſorder of her Face. 
D. Man. No more, Alvarez, of theſe romantick. 
Flights; 5 
I've ſomething now to ask you, which demands 
More ſerious Temper, and a Mind ſedate. 
Alv. I ſtand reprov'd, and own Iam to blame 
To looſe my Tongue, whate'er I did my Thoughts. 
D. Man. Diſcreetly faid.—but let us to the Point. 
When ſaw you laſt your Friend, I mean Rinaldo ? 
Do you take him for a Man of Honour ? 
Alv. I never queſtion'd that. Why do you ask? 
D. Man. Becauſe his Friendſhip's falſe, and he's a 
Villain, 
If being your ſecret Rival makes him ſo. 
Av. How, my Lord! falſe, ſaid you? —falſe |= 
falſe to me ? 
Impoſſible! I cannot think it of him; 
Of him, my Soul by ſympathy ſo lov'd, 
I ſcarce was more Alvarez, than ,,inaldo. 
Yet let me think— R [ Pauſing. 
To them Lucina. , 
D. Man. What is your Buſineſs here? [To Lucina: 
Luc. Your Pardon, my Lord. LEED 
D. Man. Leave us then. 


Luc. What means all this? ( Afide.. 
Fll ftand aſide, and liſten to their Talk. | She ſtands 

* IE | apart. 

Alu. In the laſt Converſe we together held, _ 
C3 When 
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When I, ſuſpecting nought, reveal'd my Love, 
He ſeem'd concern'd, What could occaſion that? 
Why Jealouſy Self- conſcious Jealouſy. 
Ha ! it muſt be ſo.— I now begin to ſee it; 
I feel it too.— It wrings my very Heart, 
And I can bear no more. — no! nor will I. 
Fury, Revenge, and mortal Hatred now 
Fill my whole Breaft, where like fierce Fires pent up, 
They ſtruggle for a Vent; till Whirlwind like, | 
They force their way, and ſpread ſome migacy Ruin. 
D. Man. If meer Conjecture makes you thus im- 
patient, | 
How will you ftand the Teſt of what's behind? 
O Alvarez, diſpoſe yourſelf to hear 
A Tale, fraught with ſuch foul Ingratitude 
But hold I—e'er I venture to unfold it to you, 
I firſt expect you'll give to me your Promiſe, 
To hear with Patience what I have to ſay. 
Alv. If it is poſſible, I will. 
D. Man. Then thus it is: 
Having of late took notice that 1ſmena 
Receiv'd Rinaldo's Viſits with a Freedom 
Far different from what ſhe ſhew'd to you; 
That, with her ſtrange Averſion to your Suit, 
Made me with Caution to conceal myſelf 
Where I might ſee and note what 't Wixt them paſs d. 
When to my great ſurprize I heard their Vows, 
Their ſtrict Engagements to each other made, 
Which concluded in this Reſolution, 
To fly with him to-morrow from her home. 


Alu. Ha! .to-morrow ! ro-morrow | —fly her 


home ! | 
D. Man. be not diſmay'd—Tl fruſtrate their De- 
ſigns : 
My Word is paſt, and I will be obey'd. 
Alu. Am Iawake? or are my Senſes doz'd ? 
Who cou'd believe in ſuch a ſpecious Form 
A Villain lurk*d=— 


D. Man. 
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D. Man. There's nothing new in that. 
Villains and Traytors and falſe Friends ariſe, 
In ev'ry Place Examples ſuch as theſe 
Make us grow wiſe, and give not too much Faith. 
Alu. And ſo they ought—O I can't contain me! 
My Honour's now as well as Love concern'd, 
And that's as nice as is a Virgin's Fame. 
To lake my Thirſt of Vengeance then I'll go, 
A Friend, when injur'd, proves the greateſ} or 
it, 
Luc. Tve heard enough—poor Iſmena ! 
| Apart, and Exit. 


Manet Don Manuel. 


Stay Alvarez——ha ! gone! ——where were my 
Thoughts? 

That cou'd not be afſur'd that thus *twou'd be, 

Whene'er this ſecret Story came to light. 

What's to be done, the Danger to avert ? 

'To uſe Perſuaſion in a Cauſ like this, 

Wou'd make his Paſſion but flame out the more; 

Therefore ſome ſurer means I muſt purſue. 

Ye Guardian Pow'rs o'er our frail State below, - 

Who ſee the Paſt, the Future, and the Now, 

Aſſiſt me with your all- protecting Care, 

To ward th' Effects of Fury and Deſpair. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. 
A Chamber in Don Manuel 's Houſe. 


Enter Iſmena and Lucina. 
Iſm. What think you now, Lucina, of my Tears ? 
Luc. Alas you've Cauſe to apprehend the worſt. 
Im. I have indeed—'ſpight of my Pray'rs and 
Tears, 
My rig' rous Father's adamantine Heart DEE 
BOT RN | Is 
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Is ſtill reſolv'd on this deteſted Match; 

But rather than I'll ever condeſcend 

To break my Contract with good Rinaldo, 
I'd ſuffer all the Tortures of the Wheel, 
Till Death depriv'd me of the Senſe of Pain, 


Luc. Matchleſs Truth ! —but tell me, dear Iſmena, 


How comes it that you thus are prepoſleſs'd 
Againſt Alvarez, as you ſeem to be? 


22 You know, my Love and Hate I've often 


_ ownd; 
(But who for their Effects cou'd e%er account?) 
Cou'd you, Lucina, (ſay my State was yours.) 
Aſſent to ſuch a Rape upon your Will? 
Sure no Aln ſuch a tender point as this, 


Our Happineſs ſhou d be our only View, at leaſt 


By free Conſent it ought to be approv'd. 


Luc. When it's propos'd to me, or I'm inclin'd 


To quit my Freedom for Connubial Bonds, 


My Soul at once my Hand and heart ſhall give: | 


1 never will beſtow myſelf by Halves. 
Iſm. As my relentiah F 2 wou'd do by me. 
Alas, upon a Precipice I ftand, _ 
My Senſes dizzy grow 
' Luc, How are you now? 
Iſm. Much ſick at Heart. 
. Luc. Then Idare not tell you. 
iſm, What, my Siſter ? 
Luc. What will much affect you. 
Therefore I'll wave it to ſome other Time, 
When you may better be prepar'd to hear it. 
In. By our Loves, I beg you'll tell me now. 
Luc. I'd rather be excus d but ſince you 
„ 
Rally your Spirits, and collect your Strength, 
Your Reaſon, Courage, all to ſtand it out. 
In. Go on — for I'm prepar'd to hear you. 


My Father overheard his ſolemn Vows, 


[ Leaning on Lucina. 


inſiſt 


Luc. If fo, I will when laſt you met Rinaldo, 
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Your purpos'd Nuptials, and propos d Eſcape, 
And to Alvarez has the whole diſclos'd; 
Who hardly crediting what then he heard, 
His wav'ri | 
By turns was toſt, juſt as a Ship at Sea, 
Berwixt encount'ring Tides and rifing Storms: 
But ruminating on ſome farther Proofs, 
He loſt his Reaſon, and his Paſſion reign'd, 
Till he grew mad, and rav'd to ſuch degree, 
'That Vengeance and Revenge was all his Cry. 
This in our Garden I both ſaw and heard. 
Iſn. Now Fate has done its worſt——O Lucina ! 
A chilling Damp, like Death, o'er{preads my Face, 
And dim blue Vapours ſwim before my Eyes. 
IE {4 [ Sinking into Lucina's Arms. 
Luc. Compoſe yourſelf indeed could I have 
thought, . 
That what I ſaid, won'd this Effect have had, 
I ſhou'd have kept it ſtill within my Breaſt. 
But ſee, my Father I muſt take my Leave. 
Be circumſpect in what you ſay or do. Exit. 


Manet Iſmena. To her Don Manuel. 
D. Man. What means this Shew of Sorrow 2? why 
OTST: OR 
Th*'Effe&t of Diſobedience, or of Art; 
Which you,. like other Women, I ſuppoſe, 
When any thing your humour contradicts, | 
Can as you pleaſe command - but think not that I am 
By ſuch poor Practices to be amus'd. 
You know my Mind — Dare not to croſs my Will. 
Iſm. My Lord, conſider, &er it is too late, 
The Mis'ries that this Union may attend: 
For Pity's ſake, O pauſe a little while, 
Eer you your Daughter's Ruin do confirm. 
Thus humbly on my Knees let me implore LKneels. 
That want of Duty ne er may ſtain my Life, 


Nor 


ring Soul oppreſt with Doubts and Fears, 
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Nor let the World have reaſon to arraign, 
Or cenſure your Commands, 
D. Man. Riſe, Iſmena [ Raifing ber. 
Nor that, nor you ſhall ever me controll. 
So if my Bleſſing, or my Love y expect, 
By your Obedience prove that you deſerve it. 
Im. This hard Inſunction ſits moſt heavy here. 
Pointing to her Breafl. 
Your former Kindneſs us'd not thus to treat 
The Darling of your Age, for ſo you term'd me; 
When with uplifted Hands in fervent Prayr, 
You'd often call down Bleſſings on my Head. 
That was a time indeed, when, if I made 
The leaſt Complaint, you lent a gracious Ear: 
But now how chang'd O that I live to ſee it! 
D. ae, Sata that you mention, were con- 
err 
On one I thought as innocent às fair; 
On one unartful and without Diſguiſe, 
On one who knew her Duty to her Father. 
But now the Mirror of Reflection's held, 
That ſhews the dark Receſſes of your Mind; 
Black with Ingratitude and Diſobedience, 
To me y'appear no more like what you was. 
Iſm. Forbear, my Lord, forbearthoſe killing Words, 
Nortax my Virtue, or my Duty thus, | 
Which never yet ſevereſt Cenſure fear'd. 


D. Man. Tell me th*Occafion then of all this Grief; 


For to your Conduct I no Stranger am. 
Iſm. Since it is fo — Silence becomes me beſt. 


D. Man. A ſullen Silence leſſens not your Guilt; | 


Therefore without Reſerve I charge you ſay, 
How ſtand Affairs betwixt you and Rinaldo? 

I'm. What ſhall I do? It is in vain to ſtrive 
Longer to hide the Wiſhes of my Soul. [ Afide. 
Tis true I love, and in it hope to find [.o him. 
All Happineſs that ſuch a State can yielc. 


Shou'd we be forc'd never to meet again, | 2 
1 | _ *Twou'd 
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"Twou'd be with us, as with two Boſotn-Friends, 

! Unjuſtly doom'd to ignominious Death, 
Who take ten thouſand ling' ring, laft Farewels, 
And feel more than its Pangs before they part. 
D. Man. It is enough—yer hear my full Reſolve: 
On this depend, if you my Choice refuſe, 
Or further with Rinaldo do proceed, 
With Indignation [il expel you hence, 
Let what will be, and never own you more. 
In. Has Pity loſt its mighty Pow'r to move, 
(A Senſe, paternal Nature ever felt) 
That all my mournful Sorrows can't incline you, 


To weigh my Suff*rings with a Parent's Love? 
Cou'd you then ſee me with a broken Heart, 
The helpleſs Relict of your dear Alonzo ? 
Wretched, wand'ring, and forſook by all, 
Except th' inſulting Rabble at my heels: 
And as pinching Need of Thirſt or Hunger, 

Shall make me ſeek Relief from Door to Door, 
Perhaps receive hard Language and Reproach, 
Inſtead of Succour to ſupply my Wants. 

Then after all the Mis'ries of the Day, 
Soon as th' unwholefome Night brings on its Dews, 
Under ſome dropping Eve, or leaf-lefs Hedge, 
Shiv'ring and almoſt ſtarv'd with piercing Cold, 
Repoſe my weary Limbs, with Toil fatigu d. 
ou'd you ſee this, and not receive me in, 
Becauſe I cannot quit my plighted Faith ? 
O!] cou'd you dou ? for it ſo may prove, 
If e'er Rinaldo ſhou'd, like you, forfake me. 
D. Man You won't obey me then? [ Mildly. 
In. What ſhall I fay ? 
Aſſiſt me, female Cunning, for a while; 
Bur if that fails, a kindly Potion won't. [ Afide, 
My Lord, I'll endeavour to do my beſt, [To him. 

ive me but Time my Paſſion to o'etcome. 

D. Man. Come to my Arms, you are again my 

Child, 
| And 
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And thus I take you home unto my Heart; 
| | [ Embracing her. 
As, when the Storm is o'er, the Sky appears 
Calm and ſerene ; and diſſipates our Fears, 


So does Forgiveneſs, now our Strife is paſt, 
Reſtore m' Affection, which ſhall ever laſt. | Exeunt. 


Dee eee 


„ I 
An Apartment in Rinaldo's Houſe. 


Enter Cleone and Julia. 
Cleo. p N deareſt Julia, this is kindly done, 
lo bear me Company in my Diſtreſs, 


my Grief : 

-.. Amlnotalterd much from whatl was, 

Before that fatal Enemy, call'd Love, 

Uſurp'd my Heart and robb'd me of my Peace ? 
Jul. Yes, yes, Cleone, you indeed are chang'd ; 

But who wou'd think that it were poſſible, 

A Paſſion, which by Nature was deſign'd 

To make us happy, ſhou'd its Courſe invert, 

And to the World ſuch wond'rous Ills create? 
Cleo. Tis all the Buſineſs of the wanton Boy 

To roam from Breaſt to Breaſt to try his Pow'r, 

Regardleſs of the Joys or Pains, which he 

With his two diff*rent Darts at random gives. 

Unerring Archer, was there none but me? 

No Heart but mine to ſet up for your Marx? 

Burt all my Efforts and Complaints are vain, 

His Arrow's ſhot, nor can the healing Race - 

Aſſuage the burning Fever in my Soul; 

For whilſt with Tears I try to quench the Flame, 

My Sighs, like gentle Zephyrs, fan the Fire. 

*Tis a Diſeaſe for which there is no Cure, 
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Nor is it given us to love or hate 
Juſt where we liſt - and now as I wou'd ſpeak 


The fatal Name, ſo baneful to my Reft, 
The Accent cleaves unto my fault'ring Tongue, 


ant. Which flutters when I ſtrive to ſay - Alvarex. : 


ö 
20| 
mM 


Jul. How ! your Brother's Rival ! 

Cleo. The Secret's out, 
Which long l:as labour'd in my love- ſick Breaſt ; 
When firſt I ſaw him, I with Pleaſure gaz'd ; 
And as I look'd, and thought him more than Man, 
Inſenſibly th* Infection on me ſeiz'd, 
And {ſwift as Lightning thro” my Blood it ſhot, 
Whilſt conſcious Bluſhes dy'd my baſhful Cheeks ; 
But yet from him my Frailty I have hid, 
Unleſs *t has broke a Paſſage thro* my Eyes, 


And fo the Sent'ments of my Heart betray'd. 
Jul. Indeed I'm pleas'd you ſo diſcreet have been, 
Since he, with Honour, can make no Return ; 


For it is whiſper*d (as I've been inform'd) 
He's ſuddenly t eſpouſe the fair Iſmena. 
Cleo. Alas ! my dear, I fear *tis but too true : 
And that's the Cauſe, the Cauſe of all my Pain. 
Jul. Excuſe me, if with Freedom I adviſe you, 
Suppreſs this Paſſion, and let Reaſon rule. 
Cleo. Talk not of Reaſon, I've no Reaſon left, 
'That can the Force of mighty Love reduce : 


Your Heart is free, you never yet have felt 


'The fiery God within your youthful Veins ; 
To you his Power's unknown; he's abſolute, 
And whereſoe'er he reigns, will be obey'd. 

Jul. I can't conceive what tis that you propoſe, 
By giving way unto this fruitleſs Love, 
Since nought but Mis'ry can e'er await it. 

Cleo. Too true, too well I know it, but what then ? 
My Love 1s ſuch, that were we to exiſt, | 
And know each other in a future State, 

Not ev'n Death could blot him from my Mind. 


Jul. Fie, Cleone, more like a Woman act; 


Change, 
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Change, and change as Prudence ſhall adviſe, 

Rather than let this Weakneſs grow upon you. 
Cleo. I wiſh I cou'd, you counſel like a Friend. 

As Fire and Warer are of common Uſe, 

And in their kinds eſſential for Support; 

So is a Friend, juſt ſuch a Friend as you 

The Joys of Life are heighten'd by a Friend; 

The Woes of Life are lefſen'd by a Friend; 

In all the Cares of Life, we by a Friend 

Aſſi ſtance find——who'd be without a Friend? 


Jul. Who would indeed? and as you think me | 


ſuch, | 
In all your Suff*rings I muſt bear a Part ; 
So will again my laſt Advice repeat, 
Put off this Paſſion, and compole yourſelf ; 
But here your Brother comes I'll wait on you a- 


gain, Exit. 


Manet Cleone. To Tl Rinaldo and Pedro. 


Rin. Siſter, I'm glad that I have met you here, 
For I have ſomething to you to propoſe, 
That very much your Welfare does concern. 

Cleo. If it ſo much imports me, as you ſay, 
A private Conference wou'd ſuit us beſt ; 


Beſides, I now muſt beg to be excus d. Going. 


Rin. Where are you going ? come back, Cleons. 
[ She returns, 
Cleo. I dare not ſtay. 
Rin. Why? lee you aught in me, 
That has a colour of the leaſt Unkindneſs ? 
Cleo. No, Rinaldo, and hope I never ſhall ; 
For let me ſpeak it with a grateful Heart, 
Your mild Indulgence and fraternal Care, 
Has {till ſupply'd a tender Father's Place. 
Rin. Do you ſincerely think ſo ? 
Cleo. Believe me, I do; | 
For all your Words and Deeds to me have givn 
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The moſt convincing Proofs, that you have been 


A truſty Guardian, and a faithful Friend. 

Rin. If you wou'd have me credit what you ſay, 
Look on the Suff rings of this worthy Man. 

[ Preſenting Pedro. 
| a Why will you ſhock me thus ? to preſs a 
thing, 

With us . FY you know, I never can comply : 
I can't but ſay it is not like Rinaldo. 

Rin. Have a care—you know not what you do. 


By being obſtinate, provoke me not; She uke ps. 
Nay, do not weep, for Tears will not avail: 


I've ſpoke my Meaning, to which you muſt aſſent, 
If that hereafter you expect to find me 
The ſame kind Brother you have ever done. [ Exit. 


Manent Cleone and Pedro. 
Cleo. Think you theſe Meaſures, Sir, will cer pre- 

_ vail? | 
Or that a Brother's Arbitrary Pow'r 
Can ever make me to your Wiſhes bend ; 
For Love by Nature of itſelf is free, 
And, let me tell you, will not be compell'd ; 
Methods like theſe, you'll find, in vain will prove, 


And more Averſion than Reſpe& create. 


oY | Abhor ſuch mean Deſigns, and baſe Proceedings; 


Ped. All this I grant—bur judge not yet ſo hard, 
Neither believe I entertain'd a Thought, 
So much unworthy of the Man, who hopes 


To find an Int'reſt in Cleone's Heart. 


Cleo. Do you deny it then? han't you baſely, 
Stung by Repulſes, to my Brother flew, 
And caus'd a variance *twixt him and me, 


The kindeſt Pair that ever Mother bore. [ MWeeps. 


Han't you done this, to force me if you cou'd ? 
Yes, yes, you have, for which my Soul detefts thee. 


Ped. Madam, you wrong me much, my Love and 
Honour too 


I 
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I came to breathe unalterable Vows, 

To preſs my ardent Longings at your Feet, 

In hopes my Suff rings might your Pity move: 

But ſince this ſeeming Cauſe has giv'n Offence, - | 

I here diſclaim all Power, but of Love. = 
Cleo. Ay, now you've found the way to my Eſteem ; |: 

For this, if e'er I can my Heart command, 

Without Compulſe, I may be out of debt; 

But then I muſt inſiſt upon your Word, 

Never to mention more your Suit to me, 

Till, as I wou'd, I can your Love reward. 
Ped. Your Will in all things Pedro ſhall obey. 
Cleo. T doubt it not, and to approve its 'Truth, 

I have a ſlender Favour now to ask ; 

Which is, that ſtrait you to my Brother go, 

And cloſe the Breach of which you was the Cauſe. | 

Let me not wait too long before I know | 

How much Cleone is oblig'd to Pedro. i 
Ped. Madam, I obey. LExit, || \ 

Manet Cleone. 1 

So frank and free he ſeem'd, I almoſt think, 

That in diflembling I've not acted right; 

(Since tis at laſt my Purpoſe to deceive him) 

Yer on my Conduct I'd not have a Blot, 

Nor have it ſaid in aught I've done amiſs ; | 

But of two Evils, when we're forc'd to chuſe, | 
We take the leaſt, the greater to refuſe. Exit. 


SCENE I, 
A Garden to Don Manuel's Caſtle. 


Enter Rinaldo to Iſmena weeping. 


Rin. My dear 1ſmena, whence theſe alter'd Looks; 
Theſe falling Tears to daſh my riſing Joys; 
Thoſe Eyes, which us'd with the moſt chearful Light 
To ſparkle on me as I made Approach, We: 
Wit 
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With {ſmiling Sweetneſs and endearing Welcome, 
Were not thus wonted to receive Rinaldo. 
Why are they now oercharg'd with humid Sorrows, 
Seeming to ſpeak ſome inward Diſcontent ? 

1ſm, Alas! Rinaldo [Sighs, 

Rin. What means that Sigh ? 

Iſm. It is for you. 

Rin, For me ! am I the Cauſe ? 

Iſm. Yes, the innocent Cauſe. 5 

Rin. O, my Iſmena ! ſay in what reſpect. 

Iſm. My Father, Rinaldo! my Father! 

Rin. What of him? 

Im. In our laſt Conference our Vows o'erheard, 


| Our purpos'd Nuptials and intended F light, 


Which to obſtruct he ſtrongly does inſiſt, 
That I reſolve againſt to-morrow's Noon 
To give me up a Victim to Alvarez. 
Rin. Shield me, 1ſmena, ſhield me from my Fears; 
Which on me flow ſo faſt, and grow fo ſtrong, 
I have not Words to ſay what they ſuggeſt. 
1mm. Tho' much theſe Apprehenſions ſpeak your 
Love; 
Yet ſurely you've no cauſe to doubt of mine : 
'Think you the Promiſe I to Heav'n have made, 
Never to give my Hand but to Rinaldo; 
Think you, I ſay, that ever Intereſt, 
Or any other Motive cou'd induce me 
To break my plighted Vows to Heav'n and you? 


I can't help ſaying *twas unkindly done, 


zks ; 


ight 
Vith 


To ſeem my Love or Conſtancy to doubt. 
Kin. My Doubts and Fears are only Signs of Love, 
And *tis as natural to fear as hope; 

Since the firſt Breath, that whiſpers the leaſt Cauſe 
Of Jealouſy, may in a Lover's Breaſt 

Raiſe ſuch a Storm, may wreck his Peace for ever. 
How can you then, Iſnena, blame my Fear, 

A Fear ſo dreadful as the Loſs of you 2 

As what's moſt precious we're afraid to loſe; 
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So thou, my Soul's Deſire, dearer than Life, | 
Than Health, than Wealth, than Liberty or Sight, 
Or all the other Bleſſings of this World, 

Muſt fill me full of anxious Thoughts and Fears. 
In. When Faults and Virtues are ſo mix'd in Man, 
That he in general is approv'd by all, | 
'The good Intent may juſtly plead Excuſe ; 

And as there's none, thro Frailty, without Fault, . 

My eaſy Faith implicitly believes 
Whate'er you ſay, and ſpeaks in your Behalf. 
= — wond'rous Goodneſs, Darling of my 

te, . 
My All this World can give, my Heav'n on Earth, | 
Let me encloſe thee in my eager Arms, 
And on thy Boſom ſigh my Life away. 
Believe me, my Iſmena, O! believe me, 
If cer I ſtray to ſeek out. other Charms, 
Or even wander from thee in my Thoughts, 
May all my Days in Bitterneſs be ſpent, | 
And fell Remorſe gnaw on my perjur'd Soul. 
Iſm. Worthy Rinaldo, how ſhall I ſpeak thy Praiſe? | 
Thy Honour, Truth, and thy illuſtrious Virtues, 
Are amidft thouſands eminently bright: | 
O! may I live to make you but amends, 
I ask no more of Fate. | 
Rin. Enough, my Dear. 
Now let us, whilſt our kinder Fortune ſmiles, 
Prepare to meet the Prieſt-I have engag d, 
'To-morrow's Morn our'Bridals to compleat, 
Left envious Chance ſhou'd baffle our Deſigns. 
Iſm. Too well, you know, with me you till prevail, | 
So ſoft's my Nature, and ſincere's my Love, 
Your Reaſons I no longer can reſiſt: | 
There's my Hand, and with it take my Heart, 
TE Giving her Hand. 
I now am your's— Heaven grant we ne er repent. 
rh greater Franſport than a Wretch con- 
emn 8 
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Which ſhall confirm the Union of our Souls, 


£ 
©. 
v 


| The Degenerate Brother. 33 
To ſuffer Death, a Pardon does obtain, 


Thus I receive the Bleſſing of your Hand; [ Kiſſing 
her Hand 


And fix our mutual Happineſs for ever. 
Iſm. J hope it will—yet ſomething gives me Fear; 
I know. not what—but I will chace it hence, 
Since I'm aſſur'd I never ſhall have cauſe 
To deem you falſe, or ſay you are unkind. 
Rin. No, my Soul's Idol, you ſhall never have 
The leaſt Occaſion to complain of me; 
Nature ſhall change, and all to Chaos turn, 
The Sun ſhall ceaſe to ſnine, and Fire to burn; 
The Stars ſhall loſe their Influence above, | 
Eer I my dear Iſmena ceaſe to love. [ Exeunt , 


SCENE II. 
Walks before Don Manuel's Caſtle. 


Enter Rinaldo and Pedro ſeverally. 

Rin. Pedro, what News? have you ſeen Alvarer, 
And fir'd his Soul with tormenting Jealouſy - 
If you have not, I'd rather it ſhou'd reſt, | 
*Till he himſelf ſhall the Occaſion ſeek ; 
Soon as he hears I've made Iſmena mine, 
(As *tis agreed I ſhall to-morrow's Morn.) 

Ped. I from my Heart rejoice at your Succeſs, 
And tho” I have not met with him as yet, 
I ſhan't be backward to aſſiſt your Cauſe. 
He may your Views defeat, ſince they are known; 
By th Aſcendance he has o'er my Father; 
Beſides, to Friendſhip he has been upjuſt, 
Or he never would have held from you 
The Intereſt on which he fram'd his Hopes: 
Therefore your Calmneſs I muſt diſapprove, 
And till adviſe you to purſue the Scheme 


Which we refoly'd onto prevent his Aim, 


D 2 Come; 
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Come, come, you muſt not, ſhall not ſtave it off. 
To prove how much your Intereſt I prize, 

Tl work the Scene, and by it ſtand or fall. 


Rin, Well then, do as you will. 
Ped. Now I like you, | 


And won't be long before I find you means 


To right yourſelft——but more of this hereafter. 
In Beauty's Caule a Suitor now I come: 
The fair Cleone, being ſenſible 
That her late Conduct gave you ſome Offence, 
By me ſollicits for a Reconcilement. 
Cou'd you but ſee how moving were her Tears, 
You'd fly to take her to your Arms again. 
Rin. On ſlight Occaſions I was never us'd 
To take Offence, nor haſty to condemn, 
But rather ſtay to ſee, if by Attonement 
For what was paſt, and by her future Conduct, 
She gives no farther room for my Diſpleaſure. 
How does ſhe now behave ? 5 
Ped. When you was gone, as in a ſaffron Morn, 
When Orient Beams firſt gild the Eaſtern Sky, 
The dewy Spangles wet the bluſhing Roſe, 


Till the Sun's Rays exhale them quite away; 


So pearly Tears, th*EffeCt of fmother'd Grief, 
Stole from her Eyes, and bath'd her lovely Face ; 
Until my Promiſe to reconcile you to her, 
Warm'd her with Comfort, and ſo dry'd them up. 
*T was then, with Joy ſhe bid me to be gone, 
T'inform you ſhe no more diſputes your Will. 


Rin. Henceforth we Brothers are, as well as Friends. 


Cleone's yours; take, take the gentle Maid, 
And wear her next your Heart, and with her take 


That Sum, tho' ſlender, which her Fortune brings. 


Had ſhe the Iadies, you are worthy of them. 

Ped. Thoſe I deſpiſe, with her I'm full content: 
Peru and Mexico to her are 'I rifles | 
Not worthy to be nam'd——— Poſſeſſing her, 
Contracts Deſire, and bounds my urmoſt Wiſh, 


" 8 


Rin. 
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Kin. Where ſhall we find ſuch gen'rous Love as 
yours? 
For in this ſordid mercenary World, 
Fortune is more Man's Aim, than Beauty's Charms. 
Ped. True, Rinaldo; tempting Gold alone, 
In this our Age more Marriages compleats 
Than Virtue, Merit, or the Force of Love. 
"Tis not th'external Sweetneſs of the Face, 
Thinward Excellence of a virtuous Mind, 
The juſt Behaviour, or the graceful Mien, 
With all th' Endowments Nature can beſtow, 
Can pleaſe the Wretch whoſe Riches are his God, 
Who'd rather ranſack Indian Mines for Gold, 
Than revel in ſome matchleſs Beauty's Arms: 
For which, may he ne'er taſte the Joys it yields, 
But as a Midas, wallowing in his Store, 
Like him be curſt amidſt his Heaps of Wealth. 
Bur I forget tis time to ſeek Alvarez. 
If aught occurs, a Conference requires, 
Where ſhall I find you ? 
Rin. At my Siſter's Apartment. 
Ped. With Pleaſure I ſhall wait upon you there. 
[ Exit. 


Manet Rinaldo. 


Tis time to think e' er I proceed too far; 


Honour, Virtue, Friendſhip, ſtruggle in me. 


Can I warrant what I'm now about ? 
I fear I can't—what then? ——T ſhou'd d eſiſt 
To wrong my Friend - for ſo I ever thought him) 
Then why to him am not ſtill a Friend, 
Since he is ſo to me? Woman's the Cauſe. 
A. Cauſe can Nature change, can turn a Man 
Into a Brute, or worſe than a meer Brute, 
A Brute rational, the worſt of Brutes ; 
For Brutes by Inſtin& follow Nature's Laws, 
Whilſt Man alone ſtill Nature's Laws inverts. 
The gen'rous Lion ranging o'er the Plains, 
92 1 5 Will 
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When ſhe with Pallas, and the Wife of Jove, 
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Will never hurt the Trav'ler on his way, 

Unleſs he's injur'd, or in queſt of Prey; 

But Monſter Man, will Man to Death purſue, 

For baſe Revenge, or any private View. [ Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


* . 222 — ng E as po {4p De a 


An Apartment in Don Manuel's Caſtle. 


Enter Tſmena and Alvarez. 


Alu. Hail to the charming Miftreſs of my Soul! 
As beautiful as Nature in the Spring; 
Sweet as the blooming Seaſon of the Year, 
When ev'ry View's delightful to the Eye, 
'And every Breeze is fraught with rich Perfumes. 
Such, or leſs lovely was the Cyprian Queen, 


A Conteſt held, and Paris was the Judge: 
Had I been Paris, and you on 1da's Top 
'To have diſputed for the golden Prize, 
How ſoon ſhou'd I have ended the Debate 
By judging you the faireſt of the four, 
In whom, united all their Beauties meet. 
In. Your Flatriry I contemn, on me tis loſt, 
'And I repay it with a juſt Diſdain; 7 
I know my ſelf, nor want I your Reſpect; 
Nor fulſome Praiſe to tell me what I am. 
Alv. Are theſe Returns for what Ive undergone 
'Thro? the deep Anguiſh of an afflicted Heart, 
king alternately with Hope and Fear? 
Unkind 1ſmena—tho' why do I complain? 
She heeds me not—bur's deaf to all I ſay, 1 ( 
As Winds and Seas are to the Sailor's PrayTs. _ ; 
O turn, O turn, and ſmooth your angry Brow; | 
For in your Eyes I ſee my Doom is fixt, 
And ev'ry Look denotes my wretched Fate. 
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Iſm. You read them right Let you ſhan't ſay but 
once. | 
I prov'd a Friend, and gave you good Advice; 
That is, in brief, to think of me no more. 
Alv. Ungen'rous Fair! too clearly now I ſee, 
' Your Heart is harden'd, and your Frowns portend 
A gath ring Storm to root up all my Hopes. 
Iſm. True - and from me you have deſerv'd it all; 
For you, I find, not brooking a Repulle, 
Have to my Father for a Retuge flew - 
Yet think not that your Confidence in him 
Shall ever bring me to your hated Bed; 
For ſooner than to that I'd e er accord, 
Without Reluctance, I'd be bound a Prey, 
Ass was the fam'd Audromeda of old, | 
Where might find no Perſeus to ſave me. 
Alu. "Tis done — tis done — the Spell no more 
can bind: 
Reaſon, with Freedom has reſum'd its Throne. 
Had you been kind, I had for ever been 
A Slave, a Slave to a proud Woman's Will; 
But now without a Wiſh I can ſurvey, 
With juſt Indifference, your beauteous Face. 
*Tis not the brilliant Sparkling of your Eyes, 
The vermeil Paint of Nature in your Cheeks, 
The lively Crimſon of your ruby Lips, 
Nor all the Graces that adorn your Sex, 
(Which ſhine, I own, conſpicuous in you) 
| Shall cer again enſnare Alvarez” Heart; 
| My Reaſon now ſhall ride triumphant there, 
And teach me to retort your Scorn with Scorn. 

In. Arrogant Thing! -! give thee leave to rail, 
(The Shelter of a Coward ſafe from Danger) 
Who, like thee, wanting a Senſe of Honour, 

1 Thinks he's a Hero when he braves a Woman. 

Alu. It ill becomes me with your Sex to hold 

Any Diſpute——but your darling Minion, 
(Who's no Stranger to me) ſhall anſwer all. 
1 " Iſm. 
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Im. I know he's not, and well he knows thee too, 
Thy feeble Threats his manly Virtue ſcorns : 
Wer't thou to meet him, Fear wou'd ſeize thy Soul, 
And chill the very Blood within thy Veins : 

With conſcious Shame and Cowardice oppreſt, 
Thy trembling Heart wou'd fink within thy Breaſt. 


(Exit. 
Alu. That ſhall ſoon be try'd 


Manet Alvarez. To him Pedro. 


Ped, Alvarez, what's the matter? 
Your Brows are clouded, and your Eyes dart Fire ; 
Confuſion too was in my Siſter's Face 
As ſhe departed hence what can it mean? 
Perhaps Rnd Friend Rinaldo—— 
Atv, I abjure the Name. 
Ped. I muſt acknowledge he's not worthy of it, 
Who can deſcend to violate his Honour, 
Ard practiſe on an open Heart, like yours. 
But *c:s not ficting I ſhou'd [7 ak my Thoughts, 
Elſe I cou'd ſay but 1 haye faid too much. 
Aly, © Pedro, Jconjure thee to declare | 
All that you know this Faithleſs Man has done. 
Ped. Then, in a word, he has moſt baſely wrong d 
ou, 
And Auge rmin'd you in 1ſmena's Love; 
And therein has wrought ſo far 1 upon her, 
He is to wed her on to- morrow's Morn. 
Atv. From good Don Manuel I have heard it all; 
But if I don't prevent it, may I be 
Noted for a tame and paſſive Coward. 
Ariſe, fell Vengeance, from Hell's Center riſe, 
Your ſtrongeſt Poiſons pour into my Blood, 
T'inflame its Fever, and keep up my Rage, 
Till I this moſt Con ſummate Villain meet, 
Ped. Tis not theſe Sallies of 1 intemperate Paſſion 
Will aught avail your Purpoſe to advance. N 
Alu. Then, what, good Pedro, wou'd you have 
me do? Your | 
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Your Counſel I'll receive with willing Ear, 
And be as ſtill as e' er the Sea was ſeen 
After the bluſtring Winds had ceas'd to blow. 

Ped. Think not I mean to drive you from your 

Purpoſe, 

Becauſe I'd have you bridle in your Rage ; 
Far be it from me for Revenge is laudable, 
When Reſentment's juſt ; nor ſhou'd cold Delay 
Retard one Moment th*executing Stroke, 
When Vengeance once is ripe and fit for Birth, 
Left Pity or Remorſe unman your Hand. 

Alv. An Empire ſhou'd not bribe me to forego it. 
Swifter than Winds, or Rays of Light I'll fly, 
Deaf as an Adder, Vengeance to purſue, 
Nor will I taſte another Hour of Reſt, 
*Till he my injur'd Honour has repair'd. 

i [ Thunder and Lightning. 

Ha ! —what mean theſe ſudden Horrors of the Night, 
Are the Heav'ns concern'd, and by theſe awful Signs 
Wou'd ſtrike a Terror in me! 

Ped. Ne'er heed them, | 
For well you know they from fix d Cauſes come, 
Still diſregarded by the Wiſe and Brave. 

Alu. Iam not fo ſuſceptible of Fear, 
To be affected with a troubl'd Sky; 
No- wou'd bn, my Vengeance to aſſure, 
'Tho' Death in its moſt ghaſtly ſhape appear'd. 

Ped. Danger is nothing to a Mind confirm'd ; 
Yet in Revenge, with Conduct one ſhou'd act: 
Suppoſe you ſent a friendly Meſſage to him, 


And under that Diſguiſe a Meeting crav'd ; 


Soon as he comes, as fit Occaſion offers, 

You then know what to do. 

Av. I take the Hint. 

Haſte then, Pedro, and ſeek him out, 

And better to accompliſh my Deſigns, 

Prepare him well to hear from me to-morrow. 

Ped. 
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Ped. Depend upon't, this Night it ſhall be done. T 
Exit. If 
Manet Alvarez. | 
He comes, he comes, whilft under Friendſhip's Shew | Y 
He nothing fears, and fronts a mortal Foe ; n 
When once a Friend has broke his Faith and Truſt, 
For ſure Revenge all Stratagems are juſt. Exit. 


AAA. ..... 
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An Hermit's Cell on a Heath, near the 
Harbour of St. Sebaſtian. * 

Thunder and Lightning, | 
Enter Hermit. 0 

ROM my gay Spring of Life to full- grown 
AS Youth, | 

From thence to this old Age of fourſcore | 

| Years, | 

I don't remember that I cer beheld 8 
A Storm ſo dreadful both by Sea and Land; . 
'Trees by their Roots are torn, and whirl'd in Air, | 


Andev'ry Wave a wat'ry Mountain ſeems. 
How thro” the Clouds the forked Light'ning ſhoots, | 
And rolling Thunder ſeconds ev'ry Flaſh ! | 
What a tremendous Peal was that! the Crack 

[ Thunder-Clap. 
'The very Earth's Foundation ſeem'd to ſhake, 
Moſt terrible to hear, or to behold ! 
Surely the Heav'ns, offended at Men's Deeds, 
Are with long-ſuffering Patience weary'd our. 
Avert impending Judgments, O ye Pow'rs! 
Bleſs me I off yonder Point of Land I ſee 
A Ship in great Diſtreſs - preſerve them, Heav'n ! 
I'll to the Port, and give them an Account, 8 

| That 


| Come to my Arms, Il ne'er afflict you more. 
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That in good Time they may Aſſiſtance fend, 


If ſhe ſhou'd chance to ſtrike upon the Rocks; 
And as I go, I'll humbly try to move, 
With earneſt Pray*rs, the angry Pow'rs above. [ Exit. 


SCENE I. 
[ Tempeſt continues. 


A Chamber in Rinaldo's Houſe, 


Enter Rinaldo, and Cleone weeping. 


Rin. Look up, Clone, whence proceed theſe Tears? 


Do the Horrors of the Night affright you? 


Cleo. No, no, what's natural diſturbs me not: 


Tis what's unnatural— your Unkindneſs. 


Rin. If it be ſo I own myſelf to blame; 


Cleo. J muſt confeſs your Anger touch'd me near, 


| But ſince the Cauſe is mov d, th' Effect will ceaſe. 


Rin. From henceforth be aſſur'd, no Cauſe for 
Grief 


Shall reach your Breaſt, if &er I can prevent it; 


And for what's paſt I'll make you full amends, 
With double Kindneſs, and ſtill growing Love; 


| Your kind acceding to my late Requeſt, 


Merits from me all I have ever done, 
Or yet can do to make Geone happy. 
Cleo. I'm well convinc'd you ever did prefer 
My Welfare to your own—to me you've been, 
'The beſt of Brothers, and the beſt of Friends. 
Rin. Such ſhall Cleone ever find Rinaldo. 
Cleo. Fu kind Aſſurance wou'd ſet me quite at 
eaſe, 
But that there's ſomething lies moſt heavy here 


[Pointing to her Breast. 

Laſt Night I dreamt, but Dreams I know you heed 
not 

80 think not fit to trouble you with mine: 


3 | Yet 
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Yet I muſt beg one Queſtion you'll reſolve, 


For on it much my future Peace depends. 
Rin. Quick let me know ic then that I may ſet 


Your Mind at perfect Reſt. | 
Cleo. Be then ſince xe FE 
Say on what Terms you and Alvarez ſtand ; Fh 
*Tis terrible to think, when Friends fall out, F. 
And bout a Woman too, on what may hap. 'M 
Rin. Baniſh your Fears, Pedro my Friend, and your's, 
Has on him took to ſer us right again : | 
Here he comes—Silter retire a while, | Seeing Pedro 
at a diſtance. | 
By this Embrace, be eaſy I conjure you, 'R 
And in the Morn Ill ſatisfy you farther. Si. 
Cleo. Till then I take my leave Heav'n grant | Ye 
all's well. |  T[Exit. FN 
| 1 
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Ped. Rinaldo, what a dreadfal Night was this? 
Nevertheleſs, I have Alvarez ſeen, 
And all things to our Wiſhes now ſucceed, 
In the Morn expect a Meſlage from him. ; 
Rin. What ſay you, Pedro Hare we then to meet? | 
O! tell me how you gain'd Belief in him, 
Till he took fire, and burſt into a Flame. 
Ped. Swelling with Rage, and with his Uſage ſtung, 
I took him juſt as Imena left him, | 
Any Impreſſion ready to receive : 
At firſt I gently touch'd upon the Cauſe, 
To ſound the Diſpoſition of his Mind ; 
And better to diſguiſe my private Thoughts, 
I feign'd a Friendſhip and Concern for him ; 
Said as he ſaid, complain'd as he complain'd, 
Thus ſooth'd him 'till his Confidence I gain'd. 
At lat with Fury wild his Lips he bit, 
And gnaſh'd his Teeth, and for Revenge impatient, 
Swore he'd ne'er taſte another Hour of Reſt, 
Till you had made him ample Retribution. 
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Rin. Whate'er you undertake muſt meet Succeſs. 
Ped. Not till Alvarez Death has crown'd our 
Scheme ; . 
I truſt in Fate to-morrow's riſing Sun 
Shall ſee him ſet, never to riſe again. | 
Till next we meet, farewell and i' th* mean time 
I May your good Genius guard you from all Ill. 
„Kin. Thanks, kind Pedro! wiſh you a good 
| Night. Exit Pedro. 


Manet Rinaldo. 


' Remorſe, be gone—down, riſing Pity, down ; 
Since the Dye's caſt, I muſt the Hazard run; 
© | Yer {till I find, he hangs about my Heart, 
- | Nature and Love by turns will take his part : 
I wiſh, like Friends, the Cauſe we cou'd debate, 
There's but a Minute now, twixt us and Fate. Exit. 


SCENE III. 
The Harbour of St. Sebaſtian. 
A Shipwreck diſcoverd at a diſtance, 


| Enter Alonzo and Pizarro. 


Pix. Welcome, Alonzo, to Saint Sebaſtian, 
For ſure from greater Perils Men ne'er ſcap'd; 
When I reflect, the Thought renews my Fears, 

And I can ſcarce believe we yet are ſafe. 

Alon. It was a dreadful, and a cruel Storm, 
Jo take us juſt as we had gain'd our Port. 

See where our Galley floats !—her Keel upward, 
Her Sides all ſhatter'd —miſerable Sight! 

Do you remember, when the Rock ſhe ſtruck, 
As the Planks ſtarred, and let in the Waves, 
Ho ev'ry Face was with Confuſion fill'd, 
And we all thought each Moment was our laſt ? 
Pix. Remember! yes, I never ſhall forget it: 
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In happy Time the Veſſel from this Haven 
Came to our Aid, or we had all been loſt. 
With thoſe poor Souls, who periſh'd in the Storm, 
Diego too, I fear, has ſhar'd their Fate; 
I mourn his Loſs, for he was a faithful Servant. 
Alon. He was indeed—and. merits our Concern. 
Ha! what do I ſee ?—look, look, Pizarro! 
Yonder's a Wretch, or I am much deceiv'd, 
Graſping ſome Yard, or Maſt, ſtriving to ſtem 
The Tide, and plough his Way toward the Shore. 
Pix. I ſee him plain, and wiſh we cou'd aſſiſt him. 
Alon. I wiſh ſo too, for Pity fills my Breaſt 
With ſympathizing Fears, whene'er I ſee 
A Fellow-Creature lab'ring in Diſtreſs; | 
Piz. Sodoes it mine—but much it now behoves us; | 
To offer up our Oriſons to Heav'n, 
For this our great and marvellous Deliverance ; 
Next it remains to wiſh Alonzo Joy, 
That he from laviſh 'Tyranny is free, 
And does again enjoy his native Soil. 
Alon. The like to you, my generous Redeemer, 
To whom I owe my All 
Pix. Speak not of that | 
Friendſhip (if more than Name, or outward Shew) 
Ought to ſearch out where'er a Friend's oppreſs d, 
And give him all th' Aſſiſtance that he wants, 
Unknown, (if poſſible) at leaſt unask'd, f 
Without a View, or Thought of a Return. 
Alon. Wond'rous Virtue O! thou bright Ex- 
ample 


Of trueſt Honour and ſincereſt Friendſhip ! 


Teach me, O! teach me, to be like yourſelf; 
Enrich my Mind, and form it like your own, 
That I may worthy grow of ſuch a Friend. 
Pix. Dear Alonzo, you make me bluſh to hear you ; Þ 
And I ſhou'd think (but that I know you well) 


The ſilken Mask of Flatt'ry veil'd your Face: 
But waving this, let us not waſte our Time; IE? 
| on t 
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Don't you think of ſending to your Father? 
Alon. I've not forgot-—As ſoon as fair Aurora 
Purples the Skies and uſhers in the Day, 
I'll ſend Intelligence of our ſafe Arrival, 
And that e er Noon I hope to reach Toloſa, 
And beg his Bleſſing, (if he's yet alive!) 
Heav'n grant he may ! for from him I've ne'er 
heard, 
Since the beginning of my captive State. 
Now twice ſev'n times the Sun has paſt the Line, 
Since firſt I mourn'd my Fate—hard Fate indeed 
For ſev'n long Years to ſuffer as I did, 
Under the galling Weight of ſervile Chains! 
(And ſo had ftillremain'd for aught I found) 
Had not my dear Pizarro ſet me free. 
Pix. And much it glads me that I cou'd aſſiſt 
A worthy Man depreſs'd with Fortune's Frowns : 
I ſhall hereafter think*t a happy Chance 
That made Pizarro Captive with Alonzo. 
Alon. Spoke like yourſelf— Acknowledgments, I 
know, | 
From any that you ſerve are grating to you. 
Pix. They'd be the ſame to you, or any one, 
Who judges right but what are you muſing on? 
[Obferving him thoughtful. 


You ſeem diſturb d ſurely from me you'll nothing 


hide. 
Alon. I own, ſome anxious Thoughts riſe in my 
Mind, 
Yet to my Friend I ſhall impart them all: 
My Brother, I ſuſpe&, has dealt me ill, 


And by ſome means my Father has deceiv'd : 


I ſhou'd not harbour ſuch a Senſe of him, 
But that I know he wou'd at nothing ſtop 
To gain his Ends—for oft to him I've wrote, 


But never any Anſwer cou'd receive 


Which gave me Hopes—and now, the more I think, 
Uncommon Notions ſtrengthen my Suſpicion. — 
15 Shou” 
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Shou'd he have been what theſe my Fears ſuggeſt ! 

My Wife! my lov'd! my dear, dear 1ſmena, 

May by an eaſy Fait': have been betray'd. 

Then what may be I ſhudder at the Thought. 
Pix. Youre in the wrong on bare Surmizes, thus 

To let theſe Fancies take ſuch root within you. 
Alon. Did you but know the Fears poſſeſs my Soul, 

You'd not condemn me for 'tis poſſible 

Some other now, may ſhare 1ſmena's Bed. 
Pix. How can you think he ever cou'd commit 

An Act ſo vile, ſo oppoſite to Nature? 

An Act wou'd make him by the World abhorr'd, 

And drive him from the Commerce of Mankind. 
Alon. I wiſh that all my Fears may groundleſs prove: 


To them enter Hermit, Diego, and Mariners. 


. Her. Bleſs ye, good Men, you're welcome ſafe on 
Shore! 
Pix. We thank your pious Greeting — who are 
theſe? 
Ha! Diego! Tm glad at heart to ſee thee; | Spying 
| 3 | Diego. 
By what ſtrange Miracle was you preſerv'd ? . 
Dieg. Moſt worthy Sir, I am fo full of Joy 
To ſee you both again, I fearce can ipeak, 
To ſay that thro? this reverend old Man, 
Yourſelves, and all you ſee were ſav'd from Death. 
Pix. Venerable Sage, is it to you we owe 
Our Preſervation ?—Bleſſings attend you for it. 
Her. I did no more than what I ought to do; 
But now let me invite you to my Cell, 
There to beſtow as much as in me lies, 
To comfort and revive your weary Spirits. 
Alon. Moſt worthy Sire, your Offer we accept, 
And ſhall acknowledge it with due Regard. 
And now, my Friend, ſince Heav'n has ſpar'd Die- 
go, Turning to Pizarro. 
Let us make him the grateful Meſſenger . N 
| So To 


* 
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To carry to Don Manuel the News, 

That we from {laviſh Bondage are return'd. 
Pix. None is more fit 
Alon. 'Then let's with this good Man, 

And when with him we have ourſelves refreſh'd, 

I'll to Diego his Inſtructions give. 

Her. Come, Gentlemen, Ill ſhew you the way. 
Alon. We'll follow 

Sure thou wer't by gracious Heav'n deſign'd 
To be a Benefactor to Mankind; 

For which may you with Halcyon Days be bleſt, 
And when you die, with Everlaſting Reſt, 
; 29s ¶Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE IV. 
A Field behind Alvarez s Houſe. 


Alvarez ſolus. 


Methinks a dusky Gloom the Morning veils, 
And ſcarce the Dregs of Darkneſs are diſpell'd: 
The Sun too glimmers with a ſickly Light, 

As if ill Fate ſat heavy on the Day. | 15 
The Owls and Bats, and all the Birds of Night 
(Which Omens dire preſage) are yet abroad : 

Bur here Rinaldo comes, who little thinks 

His Fate, or mine, this very Morn muſt ſee. 


Enter Rinaldo, and Servant. 

Serv. Sir, there's my Maſter. Exit. 
Rin. Sent you for me, Alvarez ? | 
Alu. Yes, I did, Rinaldo. 

Kin, What wou'd you, my Friend ? | 

Alv. No more diſſembling—IT've had enough on'r. 
Rin. What do you mean ?—explain yourſelf, Al- 

vare x. 
Alv, So I ſhall—Han'c you deceiv'd me baſely? 
E . Firſt 
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Firſt of a Miſtreſs robb'd me; next, a Friend, 
(For once I thought you ſo.) | 
Rin. Not that I know of. 
Alv. How! knew you not my Love for 1ſmena ? 
You heard it all from me you can't deny it. 
Rin. I don't what then? | 
Alu. You dare not——no, you dare not. 
Rin. Proceed, but in ſuch manner as becomes 
Rinaldo to hear, and I ſhall hear you. 
Alv. Han't you vilely praftisd on my Friendſhip 
To know my Secrets, which without Reſerve 
(Fool as I was) I fully did impart. 
Rin. I deny it, and th' Accuſation ſcorn : 
Had you (as you pretend) been free with me, 
And told me of your Int'reſt in Don Manuel, 
J. in my turn, ſhou'd nothing have conceal'd ; 
But when I found you wou'd not truſt Rinaldo, 
Rinaldo thought not fit to truſt Alvarez. 
Atv. Tis falfly urg'd—the Secret of my Love 
I frankly told had you done ſo by me, 
We ad ſtill been Friends 
But think not that your poor Pretence, | 
Can gloſs your Treachery and Baſeneſs o'er: 
Rin. Alvarez,, take heed, and give not to your 
Paſſion, 
And to unjuſt Reſentment ſuch a Looſe ; 
But judge how much a Friend ſhou'd bear 
O'ercome with it, ſhou'd loſe my 'Temper too ; 
'Therefore be wiſe, and urge it not too far ! | 
Alv. Take heed, be wilt and urge it not too far. 
This Inſolence has kindled ſuch a Flame, 
As nothing can extinguiſh but your Blood. 
Rin, Once more be wile, leſt you repent too late. 
Atv. What! do you menace, and brave me too? 
I doubt your Courage won't maintain your Conduct. 
Rin. Yet I can bear your Raſhneſs, bur go no fur- 
ther. 
Alv. A Coward never wants Pretence to bear, 


The 


leſt I 
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The Virtue Patience always 1s at hand ; 

No more trifling, draw and defend your Life. [ Draws. 
Rin. If Tm provok d, the Conſequence be your's. 
Alv. Then let this provoke you. [ Strikes him, 
Rin, Friendſhip, farewel. I Draws. 

A Coward ! and a Blow |-—'Sdeath *tis too much; 

Had you my Brother been, or any Man, 

Bur he who gave me Being, thus I'd right me : 


Come on. [ Fight, 
Au. This to your Heart. [Both wounded. 
Rin. Tis done—we're both to blame: | Falls, 


But now let us in Death be Friends—for much I fear 
Your Thread of Life is cut as well as mine. 
Alu. If it be ſo, I'm ſure I well deſerve it: 
O Rinaldo ! too late my Crime] ſee, 
Paſhon and Jealouſy my Reaſon drown'd. 

Riv. The ſame unhappy Paſſion fir'd us both, 
Cancell'd our Friendſhip, and deftroy'd our Peace. 
How bleſt might we have been, had Prudence rui'd ! 
Bur thar's too late—for I find I'm going ; 


Can you your dying Friend forgive? 


Alv. I do 
From my Soul I do—witnels this Embrace, 
| [ Embracing him paſſionately; 
And this !—and this !—Had J the Univerſe, 


I'd give it all to call one Hour back. 


Rin. That's kind—but ceaſe ro mourn=«we now 
mult part: 
With my laſt Breath I bleſs you] can no more 
The Sleep of Death fteals on, and ſinks me down. 
to——O l—— [ Dies. 


Alvarez looks earneſtly on the Body. 


He's gone !—Peace to his Manes—but to me, 


May Peace a Stranger be for evermore : 

May I ne'er breathe, but in a Sigh or Grban, 

May all my Life (if I ſhould chance to live!) 

Be ſuch a Series of deepeſt Woe, | 
E-2 As 
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As none e'er felt till pitying Heaven 
In Mercy grants me my eternal Reſt. h 
O my Rinaldo !—by your Side Tl lie, | Lying down 
by the Body. 
And fold thee in my Arms, till Madneſs and Deſpair, 
Remorſe and racking Conſcience rid me of my Life. 


Enter Don Manuel and Gentlemen, with Alvarez's 
Servants. 


1/t Serv. See! ſee! my Lord, where my poor 
Maſter lies! 

D. Man. And by him his Friend Rinaldo —ha!— 
dead ! 

1ſt Serv. Miſerable Sight 

24 Serv. O moſt fatal Meſlage ! 

D. Man. Behold th' Effects of Jealouſy and Rage! 

[ To the Gentlemen. 


Sure Mankind's greateſt Bane !—help me, my Friends, 


To raiſe him. [They raiſe him. 
Remove the Body. [To Servants. 
Servants bear off the Body. 

You bleed, Alvarez. [To Alvarez. 


Alu. Tis well I do—but that is not ſufficient, 
Some other Expiation I muſt make ; | 
And thus! thus! [ Tearing open his Wounds. 
 Omnes, O Horror! Horror! 
D. Man. Hold! what do you mean, raſh Man? 
Alv. To diveſt me of a worthleſs Being, 
That now is to a narrow Space confin'd, 
In which I'll try to make my peace with Heav'n; 
My Fortune to Cleone I bequeath, 
Poor Compenſation for a Brother's Blood. 
Lead me — ſoftly I ſhall be ſoon at Reft. | He's led of. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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SCENE v. 
An Apartment in Rinaldo's Houſe. 


Enter Cleone and Julia. 


Jul. Indeed your Conduct was a Maſter-piece. 
Cleo. As Circumſtances ſtood, I was oblig'd 
To try my Sex's Cunning and Deceit ; 
To work on Pedro, and keep up his Hopes, 
Till I cou'd break with him, and ſpeak my Mind. 
But how to acquit me to my Brother, 
My deareſt Julia, wants your beſt Advice. 
Jul. Continue ſtill to hold him in Suſpence, 
And practiſe all our beſt diſſembling Arts, 
To skreen your Meaning, and deceive them both; 
Beſides, Put-offs, perhaps, may make him change, 
Or give you Time to gain your Point in view, 
ck. Right, when tir'd out with long Delays, 
He on ſome other Maid may fix his Heart, 
(If one, who will accept it, can be found) 
For to the Human Race he is a perfect Foil, 
And ſooner than I'd take him unto mine, 
6 Poiſon and Daggers ſhou'd be welcome there. 
; Jul. Heav'n forbid it e er ſhou'd come to that; 
Yet if in aught I can of Service be, 
; Me, you well know, you always may command 
For what can give Cleone Joy or Grief, 
'That will not yield to Julia the ſame ? 
i Cleo. I'm ſatisfy'd your Friendſhip and your Love 
| Partake in all the Suff rings I endure : | 
' As two fair Lights, to beſt Advantage plac'd, 
| Unite their Rays t' illuminate the more; | 
| So do our Souls by Sympathy agree, 
! And join in ev'ry Grief, and ev'ry Joy. 
Jul. Truly they do but tell me, good Cleone, 
| How does your Brother take th' intended Marriage 
Of Alvarez with Alonzo's Relic ? — 
3 | E 3 Cleo. 
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Cleo. Alas! it ſtings him to the very Soul. 
Jul. Where is he now ?— 

Cleo. Gone to meet Alvarez. 

Who ſent to ſpeak with him. 

ul. Concerning what? 

2 Indeed I know not, but why that Queſtion? 
Ha ! you've rais'd a Thought which ſhocks me much. 
Alvarez, ſend for him — what then? perhaps 
Shield, Shield me, Heav'n, from ſuch another Thought! 

Jul. What alls you, dear Clone? 

Cleo. O! I cannot tell 
But ſomething fills my Mind with dreadful bern 
Let us go hence to ſatisfy my Doubts, 

Leſt meer Imagination drives me mad. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE: VI. 
A Hall in Don Manuel's Caſtle. 


Enter Pedro and Diego. 


Ped. My Brother, ſay you, at Sebaſtian's Port? 
Dieg. Yes, Sir, and now is at the Hermit”s Cell, 
On the Heath adjacent to the Haven, 
Ped. I know the Place—but when came he aſhore ? 
Dieg. Laft Night. 
Ped. Who is Sick him ? 
Dieg. My Maſter, Pizarro. 
Ped. Pizarro - what, the Son of Don Pizarro ? — 
Dieg. Yes, Sir, the ſame, by whoſe Command I'm 
come, 
To let Don Manuel know they are arriv'd, 
And both this Day deſign to be his Gueſts. 
Ped. Have you acquainted any one with it? 
Dieg. None, Sir, beſides yourſelf. | 
Ped. "Tis well take this [Gives Money. 
For your good News In, and refreſh yourſelf, 
And Til go with you to conduct them here: 
But mention nought of what you come about. 


Dieg. 


! 
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Dieg. I ſhall not, Sir. [Exit. 


Pedro ſolus. 


Alonzo come! and with him young Pizarro ! 
I'm ſo confus'd I know not how to act; 
Let me think——Men judge of Actions by Events, 
[ Parſing. 
And Right or Wrong is meaſur'd by Succeſs : 
When firſt I heard he had his Ranſom paid, 
And ſoon intended to embark for Spain, x 
His Death I did decree——and now : tis fix'd. 
Il to my Bravoes, who are always ready, 
And only wait my Orders what to do. 
Virtue—Nature—Conſcience—Chimara's all, 
Away— my Thoughts are all ſumm'd up in this. 
Alonzo and Pizarro, both muſt fall, 
'The Servant too, or I am yet in danger. 
Thro' what a Sea of Blood am I to wade! 
Fate works apace ; the Courſe I now muſt run, 
And ſtick at nothing, ſince I have begun. [Exit. 
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ACT v. 8$CENE L 


A Hermit's Cell on a Heath, near the Harbour 
of Saint Sebaſtian. EY 


Enter Pedro and Ruffuans. | 
Ped. FR OME, Gentlemen, Diego being diſ- 
Jy = Þ patch'd, . 
Let's poſt ourſelves to favour our De- 
ſign ; 


| Brave is Pizarro, and my Brother too: 
Caution let's uſe, to make our Work ſecure. 
1ſt Ruff, Fear not Sir. | 
2d Ruf, We are us'd to theſe Affairs. 
| —— 1 4 Ped. 
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Ped. Here are a thouſand Crowns for your Re- 
r [Shewing a Purſe. 
1ſt Ruff. I'll warrant you we'll deſerve em. 

Ped. I doubt it not 


Yonder they come 


[Seeing Alonzo and Pizarro at a diſtance. 
Let's ſtand aſide and mask, 


And when they reach this Corner, ruſh upon them. 


Enter Alonzo and Pizarro. 


Pedro and Ruffians aſſault them. All draw. 
Piz. Alonzo, have a care—we are beſet. 
Alon. What ho! Murder! Murder— | Fight] Vil- 
lain, take that. 
[Mariners ent ring to their Aſſiſtance, Ruffians 
are beat off by Pizarro, c. whilſt Alonzo and 
Pedro are engag d. 
Ped.Wounded ! and by Alonzo ! Curſe on my Arm, 
. 
That cou'd not better execute my Will - [Falls. 
Alon. Vile Wretch, whoe'er thou art, thy Fate is juſt. 
Ped. It now has done its worſt -I ſoon ſhall be 
Out of the reach of Man—bur then !-—O then 


Re-enter Pizarro. 


Pix. How is't, Alonzo? You're not hurt, I hope. 
Alon. No, my Pixarro— Thanks to Heav'n and 
ou. | 
But Shs Returns can poor Alouzo make 
For two ſuch Debts, as Liberty and Life? 
Pix. Let me intreat you, mention that no more; 
'm Fortune's Debtor more than you are mine, 
For th' Opportunity to ſerve my Friend. 
Alon. Well I ſubmit, and ſhall in Silence paſs 
What from my Mind Death only can expunge. 
But now let's find out who hell Villains are: 
Here lies one—Come, Sir, let us ſee your Face, 
i [Pulling off Pedros Mask. 


2 Ha! 
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Ha! what do I ſee? Sure my Eyes deceive me! 


Pedro my Brother O Horror! Horror! 17 
See, ſee, Pixarro, what my Hand has done! 
Pointing to Pedro. 


Piz. Pedro ! - your Brother l- ſure it cannot be! 
Alon. It's but too true — I wou'd it were not ſo. 
Unhappy Man! I hope you knew us not. [To Pedro. 
What cou'd induce you to ſo foul an Act? | 

Ped. Wicked and barbarous was my Deſign ; 
But Providence moſt juſtly did ordain 
That you, Alonzo, (Brother, I dare not term you) 
Shou'd put a Period to a Life moſt black 
With baſe Deſigns, reſolving baſer till, 
The Murder of Pizarro and of you. 
Alon. Impoſſible! —you know not what you ſay, 
Your Senſe is gone for Crimes of ſuch a Dye 
Cou'd never enter in the Heart of one 
Deſcended from the good Don Manuel's Loins. 
Ped. Now to diſſemble wou'd avail me nought— 
Hearing you was return'd, I laid this Scene, 
This execrable Scene—which, O I ne'er had done, 
Had you not been my eldeſt Brother born. 
Nor had you ſo long remain'd a Captive, 
Had I not forg'd a Letter to my Father, 
In which I feign'd the Story of your, Death. 
Alon. Hard-hearted Brother — Brother did I call 
ou ? Ab 
I WARTS 0-1 NO the Name, but for her ſake 
Who bore us both—her Virtue was untainted; 
Therefore, like me, may Heav'n forgive you too. 
Pix. Unheard-of Cruelty ! but I'll the Subject 
wave, 
Leſt I my dear Alonzo more aMiR. 
Alon. That's like a Friend—as one Womb held us, 
It muſt nearly touch me _ A 
Ped. You like a Brother and a Chriſtian act, 
By pitying thus an impious Wretch like me, 


Which 
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Which to m'accuſing Conſcience repreſents 

In glaring Colours my enormous Crimes; 

For which I fear your Pray'rs on me are loſt, 

For Juſtice is the Attribute of Heav'n; 

How can it pardon then what I've committed? 

The Murder of Diego 
Pix. Diego murder d! 

What had he done, that you ſhou'd murder him? 
Ped. I did it to prevent Detection 

For which and all my other flagrant Deeds, 

What room is there for Mercy? none for me 
Alon. Tho' infinite Juſtice is Heaven's Attribute, 

So is its Mercy infinite likewiſe ; 

Therefore repent, tho late, and don't deſpair. 

_ Ped. If that will aught avail me, O1do! 

And humbly beg your Pardons and your Pray'rs ; 

For rigid Death has ſeiz'd upon me now, 

And to its Goal is hurrying me away, 

There to remain until the great Aſſize 

Shall all my Crimes explore, and then—O! [ Dies. 
Alon, Farewel, thou miſerable Wretch, farewel ; 

(But how thou wilt appear, when lateſt Time 

Unites thy Atoms and quickens them with Life, 

To ſtand a Convict at Heay*n's dread Tribunal, 

Branded with Murder and a long Courſe of Sin? 

Affrights my Soul, and fills me full of Horror.) 

And how ſhall I -—O bow ſhall approach 

A Father's Face, ſtain'd with a Brother's Blood? 

Pix. Be not difturb'd, for you have ated nought 

But what all Laws, both humane and divine, 

Will juſtify you in—T have ſecur'd 

An Evidence will ſet in a true Light 

Your Innocence and mine— ; 

See there he is! [Ruffian brought in guarded. 
Ao have you judg'd to ſave this Fellow's 

Le; 
We'll take him with us It may ſtead us much. 


& | | Piz; 


wand , T7 Y fm. 


The Degenerate Brother. 59 


Pix. I fav'd him for that Purpoſe—but th other, 
An harden'd Villain, of his Wounds is dead. 
Alon. He has his due—but come, my dear Pizarro, 
Let us return unto the Hermit's Cell, 
And take our leave then haſte to meet my Father, 
For he, as yet, knows not that I am living, 
And bleſt with Freedom too O how I long 
Wich filial Reverence to graſp his Knees, 
Then to acquaint him with the tragic Tale, 
How he has loſt one Son, how fouſd another: 
But &er I go, I muſt be grateful here. | 
; Giving Money to the Mariners. 
Mar. Noble Sir, we thank you. [ Going out. 
Alon. Stay—and bear this Corps to the Alguazil's ; 
And with this Ruffian, bid him ftrait attend 
Don Manuel, his Orders to receive— 
 [Exeunt Mariners, bearing off the Corps, and Ruf- 
fian guarded. 
| Now, my Friend, I'm ready to go with you. 
| [ Exeunt Pizarro and Alonzo. 


SCENE IL 
An Apartment in Don Manuels Caſtk. 


Enter Iſmena and Lucina. 


I ſn. Debate between my Love and Duty's paſt, 
And ev'ry Moment I expect Rinaldo 
To lead me forth to ratify our Vows. 

Luc. Believe me tis a dangerous Hazard. 

To quit your Freedom and your eaſy State 
For Man ! capricious Man ! a faithleſs Sex! 

Iſn. You judge them right, the greateſt Part is ſo; 
Yet ſurely ſome Exceptions may be found ; 
For J muſt think Rinaldo is above 
The common Race of Human Kind as much, 

As pureſt Gold's above the baſeſt Droſs. 
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Luc. I hope you'll find him ſo but yet methinks 
He comes not with a joyful Bridegroom's haſte, 
Eager and out of breath to reach the Goal, 
Impatient as a Runner for a Prize. 

Iſm. Indeed he is to blame to make me wait, 
Since he muſt think each Moment gives me Tears; 
Wherefore his Stay ſurprizes me the more. 

Luc. Be not ſurpriz'd at any thing in Man, 
Whoſe roving Nature ſo inconſtant is, 
Who knows not when, nor where, nor how to fix. 
Florella, you've a Song to the purpoſe, 
Prithee let's have it to divert the time. 

Flor. Madam, I'll do my Endeavour. 


SONG. 
All diſſembling, ſtill ſeducing, 
Men by Nature wav'ring prove; 
Moſt alluring , whilſt deceiving, 
With the ſpecious Shew of Love : 
But were Women leſs believing, 
(Knowing well their treach'rous Arts,) 
Then their Sighing, am'rous Dying, 
Wou'd ne er have pow'r t'enſuare our Hearts. 


Iſm. Thanks: good Florella—Ha ! what come 'not | 


yet! 
What can it mean! Alas, my Fears! 


Perhaps the Thoughts of Marriage checks his Speed, 


Shou'd it be ſo! os much my Mind miſgives me.) 
I'd fly the treach'rous Race, and liſten to 
A Syren's Voice ſooner than to a Man's. 

Luc. I think it Prudence ſtill to fear the worſt. 
In ſhort, they're all alike ; they'll ſay and ſwear 
Whate'er they gueſs will bring us to their Lure: 
Which done, too oft we find ourſelves deceiv'd, 
And left our eaſy Weakneſs to regret. 

Iſm. Say not ſo=cou'd I believe it of him, 
I ſhou'd run mad hd 
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To them Don Manuel. 


D. Man. Mad! O Daughter do you know it then? 
Ifm. _ it! know what ?—quickly, quickly tell 


D. Man. My deareſt Child, how ſhall I tell the 
Tale! 
Iſm. What wou'd my Father ? what Tale wou a 
you tell? 
Your Words, your Looks portend ſome horrid 
Meaning. 
Ha ! you ſeem confus'd !—O ſpeak it, I conjure you. 
D. Man. Then collect r to hear the baneful 
News: 


Rinaldo i 


Iſn. Is !—what of him ſay— dead! 


D. Man. Prophetick Truth !—with him 


Alvarez too, both in a Duel ſlain. 


Iſn. Ah! [ Fwoons. 
Luc, Poor, poor Iſmena ! help me to ſupport her. 


[To Don Manuel. 
D. Man. Omy dear Child ! what can I do for thee? 


Iſm. Hark - what hollow Voice is that? I know 


it now; [ »EKecovering. 


”Tis my Rinaldo $—and ir calls me hence— 
| See, ſee, his Spirit—ha !—it beckons me 
D. Man. What means my Dear ?—there's non 


be compos'd. 
Iſm. There!—there! look it's going tis gone 
tis gone 
Give, give me Wings, I'll fly and overtake it. 


{ Runs off. 


D. Man. Follow her, Child, and ſee ſhe's ſtrictly 


watch'd, 
Leſt ſhe ſhou'd aught attempt upon her Life. 
[ To Lucina. 


Luc, Heav'n forbid—my Lord, I'll do my 5 
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O what a World of Woe muſt ſhe go through ! 


[ Exit weeping, 
Manet Don Manuel. | 
Had but my Soul, as now, been touch'd before, 


I never ſhou'd have felt what now I feel. 

That I've been in the wrong, too late I find, 
And my tenacious Humour muſt condemn. 
On Nature's Laws Parents their Power found, 

Let Nature to that Pow'r has ſet a Bound. 
Indulgence beſt does ſuit preſiding Care, 
A Parent's Will ſhou'd ne'er be too ſevere, 

For they are leaſt obey d who rule by Fear. 

And when unjuſt are the Commands they lay, 

It is no Crime if Children diſobey. Exit. 


SCE NE II. 


A Chamber in Rinaldo's Houſe. 
Rinaldo's Body lying on a Bier. 


Enter Cleone and Julia. 


Cleo. O my dear Brother cruel Alvarez. J 
Let me, let me, (if my Tears will let me) 
Behold the dear, dear Body and embrace it; | 

{Embracing the Body). 
Support me, Heav'n, for now my Sorrows flow 
With ſuch impetuous Force, they bear me down 
O Julia ! Julia! | 

Jul. Take Comfort dear Cleone. 

Cleo. Talk not of Comfort to Mis'ry like mine. 
Have I not cauſe to mourn—to mourn for ever? 

Jul. You have indeed - but let's retire from hence; 
This Object will but add to your Affliction. 

Cleo. What Place can hide the Object from my 

Mind? 
None, none — yes, yes, there's one —and there's but | 
one, | | | 5 
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The kind, the ſilent hoſpitable Grave. 
. Jul. Firſt think of laying poor Rinaldo there, 
And then I ſomething ſhall communicate, 
That will I hope reſtore your Peace of Mind. 
Cleo. If the all-gracious Pow'rs have in Reſerve 
One Bleſſing left for me, diſcloſe it ſtrait. 
Jul. Tis only this—Of the vain World take leave, 
And dedicate your future Life to Heav'n: 
That done, to Mercy recommend his Soul 
Departed hence, preft with the Weight of Blood. 
Cleo. A right and happy Thought!—a Cloyfter is 
From alb' perplexing Cares the beſt Retreat. 
Jul. As Iyour Friendſhip in the World have ſhar'd, 
In this Retreat Tl ſhare your Friendſhip too. 
Cleo. Then can you, Julia, young and in your 
Bloom, 
With nothing to moleſt you, with a View 
Of all the Pleaſures of the World before you, 
Reſolve to quit it, and devote your ſelf 
To a Monaſtick Life? 
Jul. My ſecret Thoughts 
Ever that way inclin'd—lince *cis by you approv'd, 
I ſhall with double Pleaſure take the Veil. 
O, tis a State of Innocence divine! 
Which ſets eternal Happineſs in view, 
). On Earth an Emblem of the Joys above. 
Cleo. Soon as his Fun'ral Rites ſhall be per form'd, 
We'll hence remove us to that bleſt Retreat, 
Where all reſign'd in quiet we ſhall live, 
And the true Pleaſure of Content receive. ¶ Exeunt. 


SG EN E IV. 
e; Drawing Room in Don Manuel's Caſtle. 


ny Euter Don Manuel, Alonzo, and Pizarro. 
D. Man. Once more, my dear Alonxo, let me bleſs 


And 


you. (Embracing him. 


. 
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And bid you welcome to a Father's Arms: 
Pardon theſe "Tranſports of a tender Parent 

| [ To Pizarro, 
Whoſe Heart's ſo full of Joy for having found 
The beſt of Sons to Life and me reſtor'd ; 
(For long I thought him dead)—To you I owe. 
The Comfort of my Age, my dear Alonzo : 
For which let me embrace you, and return my Thanks, 


[ Embracing Pizarro. 
My grateful, grateful Thanks—be it your Care 


| To Alonzo. 
To ſee your Ranſom inftantly repaid. 

Alon. With Pleaſure your Commands I ſhall obey. 

Piz. You much o'er-rate the little I have done : 
If I have ated as became a Friend, | 
I did my Duty, and in doing it, 

The Pleaſure which I found's a full Reward, 

D. Man. Worthy Pizarro, accept the pious Wiſhes 
Of an old Man, made happy by your Goodneſs : 
Long and proſperous be your growing Days, 
Renown and Greatneſs crown thee in this Life, 

And when thy mortal Part ſhall be diſſolvd, 
May they adorn and eterniſe thy Name, 
And Joys celeſtial bleſs thy virtuous Soul. 

Pix. Fer I theſe wondrous Bleſſings can accept, 
Which upon me your Goodneſs wou'd call down, 
There's an Account, a ſad Account to ftate, 

To you, as yet unknown, which muſt be clear'd. 


D. Man. What means your Friend? tell me, my 
Alonzo. 


Alon. My Lord, I dare not. 
Piz. Then I muſt——Your Son Pedro 
D. Man. What of him let him be call'd. 
Who waits there? [ Calling within. 


Enter Page. 
Pag. My Lord, your Pleaſure ? 
D. Man. Send my Son Pedro to me. | 
Pao. He's not at home, my Lord. D. Man, 
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D. Man. When went he out ? 

Pag. This Morning, early. 

D. Man. Know you where he went 

Pag. No, my good Lord. 

Piz,, But O too well I do. 
D. Man. Then, dear Pizarro, freely ſpeak your 

Meaning. 
Pix. My Lord 1 ſhall. | 
Bid them bring in the Wretch without. [To Page. 

D. Man. Do as you're bid. To Page, who exit. 


Re-enter Page with Ruffian guarded. 
D. Man. What does all this tend to ? 
Pix. My Lord, that Villain can inform you beſt. 


Pointing to Ruffian. 
D. Man. Speak whoe er thou art, what brings you 


here? 0 [To Ruffian. 
Pix. Say what you know, as you for Mercy hope. 
. [To Ruffian, 


Who hir'd or employ'd you to attempt 


Taſſaſſinate Alonzo and myſelf ? 
Ruff. Rather let me die than make Confeſfion, 
D. Man. So under 'Torments exquiſite thou ſhalt, 
Except you all declare what filent?——bring the 
ack. | 


Ruff. O, Mercy, Mercy, and I'll tell it all. 
D. Man. Do'c then 
Ruff. Since I muſt——*rwas your Son Pedro. 
D. Man. What's that you ſay ? — Pedro! 
my Son Pedro! 

Hir'd you t'aſſaſſinate Pizarro, 

And his Brother? 
Ruff. It is moſt true, my Lord. 
D. Man. O horrid! horrid ! Nature ſure muſt 


_ ſhrink | 
At the firſt Thought of ſuch tremendous Crimes, 
Were you diſguis'd ? [To Ruffian. 
Ruff. With Masks, a. lord 


D. 


| 
: 
| 
i 
| 
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D. Man. Go on. 
Reiff. When we ſet on them, to defend themſelves, 
They drew, — Alonzo, Pedro kill'd — and you 
[To Pizarro. 
Seiz d and diſcover'd me. 5 
D. Man. Away with him [ Exit Ruffian guarded. 
What a vile World is this !—I'm weary on't. 
Alon. O my dear Lord, thus ſuppliant on my 
Knees, [ Kneeliug.. 
Allow me to aſſert my Innocence 
D. Man. Riſe, my Alonzo, you are not to blame, 
An Act which Heaven itſelf holds not a Crime, 
Can neither Pardon nor Attonement want. 
Alon. With humbleſt Senſe, permit me at your Feet 
To bleſs your Goodneſs and revere your Love, 
For ſhowing this Compaſſion to your Son. 
D. Man. Riſe, riſe, my Son, and thus grow to 
my Hearr. [ Raiſes aud embraces him. 
His Fate he well deſerv'd—but O the means! 
Avenging Heav'n—how righteous are thy Jugments ! 
Their Juſtice I muſt own—altho' a Father— [eeps, 
Where is the Body? 


Alon. At the Alguazil's, 
Who waits without your Orders to receive? 
D. Man. Fll ſee him preſently, but ſay, my Alonzo, 
How did the wretched Creature end his Life? 
Alon. With his laſt Breath his ſev'ral Crimes he 
ownd, 
And begg'd Forgiveneſs of my Friend and me, 
And much the Servant's Murder did repent, 
Whom we had ſent to make our Coming known. 
D. Man. What, Murder committed ! inhuman 
Wretch ! DR 
Name him no more, the Bane of my old Age. 
O Alonzo, had I not been deceiv'd 
By his falſe Advice, I had never met 


The Griefs which now I feel on your account: 
Nor had Iſmena !—— 


Alon. 
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Alon. My Wife, my Lord! what of her 2— 

D. Man. Been ever preſt by me to wed Alvarez, 
Which caus'd a fatal Difference between 
Him and Rinaldo, with whom ſhe lately had 
A ſecret Contract made. 

Alon. Fatal Difference! | 
And ſecret Contract for Heaven's ſake, my Lord, 
Clear up theſe Terms, and let me know the worſt. 

D. Man. Their Love and Jealouſy a Duel caus'd, 
In which both fell the Source of her Diſorder : 
See, ſhe is here—with manly Reſolution 

[Seeing Iſmena ent*ring, 

Arm, arm yourſelf to bear the killing Sight. 


Enter Iſmena diſtracted, ſupported by Lucina and 


Omen, 


Piz. A killing Sight indeed poor Alonzo ! 
Alon. What do I ſee? Start, Eyes—and burſt my 
Heart. | 
Iſm. Let me go I won't be confin'd. 
Luc. Dear Siſter, take Comfort, and let not Grief 
Diſtract you thus. 
Iſm. Stand off. and give me Breath. | Breaking loſe. 
Luc. O Brother, Brother! O wretched Welcome! 
VO [To Alonzo. 
Im. Ah! are you there! hark ye me, come hither, 
[ Runs to Don Manuel. 
I'll tell you what can you keep a Secret ? 
Alonzo and Rinaldo wait for me, 
And I am going to them know you where ? 
In the cold Grave, where I ſhall ſoon be laid ; 
| | Meeps. 
And you ſhall be chief Mourner, if you pleaſe. 


Sings. 
Hark ! hark ! P'mcall'd, 
By who, by who ? 
Alonzo and Rinaldo too, 
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Adieu, Adieu, to you to you, 
To you, to von, to you, to you. 
[Going out ſees Alonzo, and returns. 


Ha! who is this? a good pretty Fellow! 
And fo very like my loſt Alonzo —— 
I muſt look on him Pray excuſe me, Sir. 
[ Curt*fies to Alonzo. 
Alon. My Deareſt Life—doſt thou not know me 
then ? | 
3 who are you? —tho* you reſemble 
im, 
Think not to tempt me, I won't go with you. 


Sings. 
For he, poor Soul, is dead and gone, 
And I ſhall follow very ſoon ; 
My Thred of Life the Fates have ſpun, 
And IT the rugged Courſe have run: 
I find the fatal Work is done, 
And I ſhall ſet before the Sun. 


O ſick, ſick!—my Head, my Head grows giddy, 
And in my Brain, my buſy Fancy works: 
How ſwift the ſtrange Ideas come and go ! 
They flow ſo faft, they wear my Brain away. 
Now, now, the deadly Draught begins to work, 
A mortal Coldneſs ſeizes me all oer { Paints, 
Luc. She faints, ſhe faints——— help me, help me, 
Brother. : [To Alonzo. 
Alon. What ſaid ſhe ?— fatal Draught !»——OQ 
Imena |——— 
Look up and tell t* thy once lov'd Alonzo 
What you have done — Gracious Heaven preſerve 
her. 
D. Man. Fly and get help. 1 | 
All I am worth Fl give to fave her Life — 
| [To Attendants, 
Iſm. 
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Iſm. Where have I been? my Froſt is turn'd to 
Fire. [ Recovering, 
I burn, I burn———all Hell is in my Breaſt. 
No Intermiſſion! O I cannot bear it! 
Alon. My Life, my Soul, my dear, dear 1ſmena! 
Look on me — ſpeak to me— O ſhe knows me not. 
[ Looking wildly on him. 
D. Man. Daughter, Daughter, don't you remem- 
c ber him? | 
*Tis Alonzo—your Husband— 
Iſm. What ſay you ? 
Nam'd you not Alouzo ?— where ?— where is he? 
D. Man. There is your Husband ——there is A- 
lonzo. Pointing to Alonzo. 
Iſn. Ah! 'tis his Spirit that's waiting for me. 
I come, I come, take me, take me with you. | Dies. 
Aloa. She's gone, ſhe's gone ! and with her allmy 
© - Ropes. | 
Of Happineſs on Earth bleſs me! Pizarro, 
Am I awake or am I in a Dream! 
Ye awful Powers ! who govern all below, 
What have I done to bring theſe Curſes on me? 
Be kind, and ſend one more—of Senſe deprive me; 
(But that, for me, wou'd be too great a Bleſſing) 
Let me lie by her, and there breathe my laſt. 
Lying by the Body 
Thou beauteous Innocence, what cou'dſt thou do 
To merit ſuch a ſad untimely Fate? 
"Tis ſaid the Pow'rs above are merciful and juſt, 
It fo, part us no more join us in Death, 
And let the fame kind Grave receive us both. 
Pix. 2 mournful Scene of Sorrow ſhakes my 
oul. 
But ne'ertheleſs I muſt take care of this. | 
| [Taking away Alonzo's Sword. 
Alon. Who's that ? [ Locking back. 
How, my Pizarro, is this like a Friend ? 1 
0 
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To ſee me preſt beneath a Load of Woe, 

And rob me of the means ſhou'd free me from it. 
D. Man. Your Cauſe for Grief, my dear Alonzo, is 

Far greater ſure than ever yet had Man; 

Yer as a Mar, and as a Chriſtian too, 

It is your Duty humbly to ſubmir. 

Worthy Pizarro, comfort poor Alonzo ; 

I can no more My Sorrows too are ſuch, 

They muſt have Vent, or my poor Heart will break. 


| | Weeps. 
Piz. Riſe, my Friend; ſee, good Don Manuel 
weeps. [To Alonzo. 


Bear as you ought yourſelf, and comfort him. 
Alon. Said you Don Manuel? — O Father, Father! 
| [ Rifrug haſtily. 
Weep not for me—for ev'ry Tear of yours 
Draws from my Heart a Tear of vital Blood. 
Dear, dear Pizarro, help to calm his Mind, 
Whilſt I again embrace my loſt 1ſmena. 1 
[Throwing himſelf againſt the Body. 
Pix. Let not your noble Soul be thus oppreſsd; 
Io Don Manuel. 
Reſume your Reſolution, and aſſiſt me 
To mod'rate the Afflictions of your Son. 
D. Man. With Reaſon you reprove me tis not 
right 
Thus to 30 way to Sorrow—T ſhou'd know better; 
But Nature did prevail, and ſhew'd its Weakneſs: 
However, now I am again myſelf. 
Come, let us try if we can chear up him. 
Alonzo riſe act like your Father's Son, 
Bleſs my old Age, and chace away my Sorrows. 
Alon. Indulge my Woes a little, little longer, 
E'er yet we part, never to meet again, a 
One laſt Embrace tis done — farewell for ever; 
Nought but my Duty now cou*d tear me from the. 
| Embraces her paſſionately, and riſes. 


Pix. 
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Piz. Parents take warning by theſe mighty Ills, 
Force not your Children's Hands againft their 
Wills. 
From Pedro's Fate let all Example take, 
How they unjuſtly wou'd a Fortune make; 
For Shame and Horror ever will attend 


Baſe and unworthy Actions in the End. 
[ Exeunt omnes. 
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s 0 you, ye Beaux, and Brothers of the Pen, 
| 


5 17 be kind Cleone nou appears again, | 

1 Jes ß And ſure you'll treat her like fine Gentlemen. 

; Een Was it not hard thus early in my Bloom 

| To fly all Pleaſute and embrace a Doom, 

3 © $0 inconſiſtent with my Conſtitution, , 

| Therefore 1 wiſely broke that Reſolution : . 

| LT Unhappy Maids, who live in ſuch a Nation, 
Mupere ſoft, young fighing Nuns ure ſo in faſhion 

| | Ter tho the Church each tender Wiſh controuls, 

3 Kind Monks regale our Bodies and our Souls; - 

[- Wie Spaviſh Ladies, tho immur d ſeverely, 2 

| | To ſhun the Veil do often venture fairly, hes. 

1 And manage an Amour, Egad, moſt rarely. 5 

* 5 One Spark Pre loſt, alas, *twas wondrous Pit, 
But ſtill there's Hopes among the Brave and Witty ; 

I had condemn'd myſelf to Virgin Penance, : 
Till powerful: Gold took off. the woeful. Sentence”: - 
And nom here's Touth and Beauty to delight je, 
| Nay, more prevailing Money to invite ;,; 
* For tho ungill d Ive ſeen thro all your Art, „ 
be: Love gilds your. Tongues, but. Fortune guides: your iAbarts. | 
| 8 Then if Good- Nature in your Breaſts abouttds; - - 


Proclaim it all with your applauding Sound, + 


Aud ſome one tale my Perſon and m Pomides. 
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